February 2021 


Monthly Poetry and Prose Magazine 


GloMag 


Edited by Glory Sasikala 


1 


GloMag February 2021 
Editor & Publisher: Glory Sasikala 
A - 19/20, Sri Krishna Apartments, 
Officers Colony, Padi 
Chennai 600050 


Tamilnadu India 
Tel: +(91) 9884363944 
E-mail: glorysasikala@gmail.com 


Cover pic courtesy: www.pexels.com 
Copyright©2021. 


The copyrights of the works in this book vest with the individual 
authors. 


ISBN: 978-93-5419-678-2 


First Edition: 2021 
Rs. 275/- 


All material is protected by copyright and cannot be used in any 
manner without the prior permission of the respective authors. 


The views expressed in this work are solely those of the 
authors and do not necessarily reflect the views of the 
publisher, and the publisher hereby disclaims any 
responsibility for them. 


Printed in India. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 


GloMag now brings out two hard copy versions per year, one in 
February and one in August. While there are no visual aids in the 
hard copy versions, the online version is enhanced by pictures 
accompanying the writings and the profiles. GloMag Online is the 
coming together of writers in their diverse manifestations, thoughts, 
and expressions, and the visual interpretation of these. Sometimes 
the original thought of the writer gets completely lost in the 
interpretations. Visual aids help us to decipher the writer’s 
intentions, and at the same time, enhance the reading experience. 


Either way, GloMag remains euphoria, engaging all your senses at 
once. Perhaps you are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a 
lake, and you turn the pages. Suddenly, a hundred voices are talking to 
you, capturing your thoughts. Time stands still, and you become 
engrossed, oblivious to anything but these beautiful writings, 
expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances in ecstasy, participates 
in a cosmic experience, it sways and chants. Somewhere someone 
is telling you about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 


And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It’s time to go home. 


~ Glory Sasikala 
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A SCENE IN A PUBLIC DISTRIBUTION 
CENTRE 


Overnight the school is turned into a PDC, 


A govt. move to fight Covid 19. 


Climbing on the back of early rays 

People line before the makeshift PDC 

A mask tied to face, a bag in hand 

And an expectant look— 

Essentials—tice, lentils, potato, soap and sanitizer 


They’ll get free. 


It begins to drizzle, 

How and when, they hardly know, 

Some under umbrellas, some in raincoats, 
And the fortunate rest merrily drench, 


And abuse the sky! 


An old orderly, a stick in hand, 


A sun hat on head, fifes and fumes, “Stand in order, 


And keep a distance of three feet long, 
And wait for your turn. Move not brother, 
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Move not sister, wait, wait, your turn will come.’ 


Thus they follow the orderly’s ways, 
And one by one, like prisoners of a jail, 
Head bent, lips tight, they slowly 
Move, and lightly take the packet, 

And lightly they part. 


Abu Siddik: I am a writer, residing in Berhampore, Murshidabad, 
India. I work as Assistant Professor. I have contributed to various e- 
journals and anthologies. I have also published five books. Website: 
www.abusiddik.com 
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A MOMENT 


It was a day in June, 
My life spinous, left me 
With no bright side and 


Choice 


In the garden outside, 
I was crestfallen to 
efface all the aphotic 


brims of my lifeblood 


On spur of moment, 
I got the picture, that 
could expunge my 


lugubrious winks 


I could feel the day, 
I could smell its essence, 


I could draw poetry in it 
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It was the picture of true 
natural bloom and elegance, 
Ever seen in my life, 

I satiated my being 

With all choices, unclosed for 


me, 


I drew a poem to enshroud 
all the aphotic brims, 
made it my light for dark, 
beatitude for dysphoria, 


amorousness for abhorrence. 


Adnan Shafi: I am a poet, writer, columnist, translator, Ghazal writer, 
motivational speaker, blogger and reviewer from Tral Kashmir (J and 
K). I have contributed my poems to various reputed magazines and 
journals. I have also published my poetry book ‘Tears Fall In My 
Heart’. Furthermore, I am the co-author of many international 


anthologies. 
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BELIEVING IN YOURSELF 


Wake up and let the Sun rise above your misery darkness. Wake up 
and let the rain heal your wounds no one knows. 


Look at your healthy soul, 
Listen to your heartbeats 


and give yourself a chance to what life has to offer you 


Smile and don’t let haters 
tell you that you can’t dream 


no matter what anybody says, remember to believe in yourself 


did you know that your eyes shine like the Sun? Every time 
you create achievements and ambitions that will lift you up 


Ahmad Al-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad, Iraq. His work has 
appeared in print and online journals globally and his poems have been 
translated into several languages. He has been nominated for Best of 
the Net 2018. He is the author of The Bleeding Heart Poet, Love On 
The War’s Frontline, Gas Chamber, Wounds from Iraq, Roofs of 
Dreams, The Grey Revolution, and Noemi & Lips of Sweetness. He 
lives in Montreal, Canada. 
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ARTICLE 2.5 


Two and a half drops sweat crystals sugar 
Two and a half hues derive our tricolour 
Two and a half words epicentre elation 

Two and a half arms embody beyond relation 


Two and a half inch of mud on plate. 


Two and a half clouds kohl pit-a-pat 

Two and a half stripes pedestrians bat 

Two and a half lanterns platform hoots 

Two and a half sips return bottom from the brim 


Two and a half hands of wall clock spin. 


Two and a half blank pages of autobiography 
Two and a half beard sages burn the doctrine 
Two and a half eyes blink no lies 

Two and a half miles of sky all ways smile 


Two and a half spoons of ocean recycle sewage mind. 
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Two and a half snapshots kaleidoscope movies now 
Two and a half notes rearrange yore composition slow 
Two and a half pawns triumph the beetel-field 

Two and a half pieces of peace this land pleads to yield 


Two and a half windows triangle the third. 


Two and a half steps dais milestones 

Two and a half dices dial mannequins home 
Two and a half faces portrait patriarchal mother 
Two and a half feet embraces lost sleep 

Two and a half names righteously mislead. 


Aakash Sagar Chouhan: Being a poet, he has been a part of few 
anthologies and Poetry Festivals, namely, Efflorescence by Chennai 
Poetry Circle, Glomag by Glory Sasikala, The Virtual Reality 
(Sparrow Publishers), Guntur International Poetry Fest and many 
more. He is also a proud member of Soul Scriber’s Society, Salem that 
curates Yercaud Poetry Festival every year. 
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CLARET #2,200,002 


Do I wake or sleep? 
John Keats 


This dog chew made of titanium 
cracks my knuckles to break it 
in half, but at least, for now, 

the dogs are occupied. 


So, set the cell to not at home, 
freshen cd’s in the Bose carousel, 
& assault a Fort Knox plastic 
package of rainbow Flairs to 
groom the feathers of poesy. 


Alan Britt: He has been nominated for the 2021 International Janus 
Pannonius Prize awarded by the Hungarian Centre of PEN 
International for excellence in poetry from any part of the world. 
Previous nominated recipients include Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Charles 
Bernstein and Yves Bonnefoy. Alan was interviewed at The Library of 
Congress for The Poet and the Poem. He has published 18 books of 
poetry and has served as Art Agent for the late great Ultra Violet while 
often reading poetry at her Chelsea, New York studio. A graduate of 
the Writing Seminars at Johns Hopkins University, he currently 
teaches English/Creative Writing at Towson University. 
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WHAT FOR? 


Time spilled out of the leaky hourglass 
Centuries, like sand dunes, flooded across memories. 
People forgot about powerful empires. 
Ancient gods, with cruel hearts and a thirst for blood, 


disappeared into the darkness of history 


Little is left to modern times 

- only the ruins of buildings and several artifacts. 

Ruined stone tablets whisper 

about bloody wars and past triumphs, 

about the conquests of powerful rulers and the rulers themselves. 
Tears, suffering, wars, 


futile sacrifices, death, and pain--what are they all for? 


I pour quartz particles between my fingers 

- they fall to the ground with a soft humming sound. 
Gusts of wind spread golden dust. 

I realize that I am a witness to passing away. 

A symbolic gesture connects the past with the present. 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: I am a poet, novelist, writer, journalist, and 
editor residing in Poland, in Inowroclaw. I work as a financial auditor. 
I have contributed to various anthologies. I have also published one 
novels and a few poetry volumes, both in English and Polish. My 
books were translated into many languages. 
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LEAF 


In this life as a leaf 


on the water, the flow 


feels hurried, free and 


pointedly unidirectional. 


Straight from the scene 


of “Bishwolokdorshon’’, 


where all beings head 


towards the dark of an 


open mouth of God, this 


journey is a vacillating one. 


With the unpredictability 


of the pull towards the end, 
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what does the leaf say to 


the wishing-lamp flowing next 


to it, before they drown together? 
Will the wish come true? 


Amanita Sen: Amanita has 2 collections of poems: ‘Candle In My 
Dream’ and ‘What I Don’t Tell You’. Her works have been published 
in numerous journals in India and abroad. She is a mental-health 
professional and lives in Kolkata. 
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ONE APRIL NIGHT 


Piquant slim-slivered Moon 
hung around my window waiting 
for a glimpse— 

perhaps for my glance; 

Did I lay too low to see it go 


tenderly valiantly by? 


Stars did a double turn—So 

on elbow lifting, I looked out the window. 
Moon gazed deeply in my four-chambers 
and my fancy toes tickled 

did circles as pendulous red corals 


that hung from my earlobes. 


By bay window edge, 

I can still see my moon-lit frame — 
taut, lucid, languid, surreptitious 
slivered by silver-blue light. 
Singing stars explode clamor 
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inside my all—what a dance 
from just a glance! 
Blue Moon one April night. 


Ambika Talwar: I am a poet-author-artist-educator residing in Los 
Angeles, USA and New Delhi, India. My poems and essays appear in 
various anthologies and journals, both print and online. I have also 
published a poetic-spiritual account of my travels in Greece and won 
Best Original Story award for a short film. As Pushcart nominee, I am 
currently also on the board of CSPS. 
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A NIGHT OWL 
Midnight! All are sleeping tight 
Dead silence prevails everywhere 
Life seems a mere nightmare 


Unable to sleep, I’m turning left and right! 


People say the cuckoo sings in the spring 
I say the cuckoo too unlearns songs 
If it gets not the things for that it longs 


The hapless cuckoos forget how to sing! 


The cuckoo unable to sing is foul 
As it looks not as nice as the swan 
An ugly bird can please no one 


Melancholy turns it into a night owl! 


Those wretched have no spring 
They remain mum all year round 
‘Cause only anguish have they found 


Life has impaired their tones with its sting! 
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Aminool Islam: I am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. I work as 
an English language instructor. I have contributed to various 


anthologies. I am currently the sub-editor of a literary magazine named 
Neeharika. 
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YOU 


and then the sun 

swept a sea 

and red horizons fell 

in the far depths of a tenor 

the swirling dervishes 

at a bereft mausoleum 

chased the mind 

to seas 

skies 

and the orbis 

time plunged from old trees 
older forts 

leaving a carpet of brown shades 
and you once suggested an anarchic revelation 
your lips shared just a whisper 
in blue 


Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African physician, poet 
and artist. He is one of the most widely published poets globally. 
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CONSUMER 
Dear Consumer 
You 
Are 
Consumed 
By your 
Urge 
To 
Consume... 


Amit Krishan Agnihotri: I am a poet residing in Landquart Switzerland. I 
work as a County Manager. I have contributed to various anthologies. I 
have also published short stories and poems in UK and India. 
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VERBAL VITRIOL 


(Lacking, alas, the poise, equanimity, and the carefully courageous, 
politically correct language of Alexandria Ocatavia Cortez, whom I 
sincerely envy) 


He’s most disturbed: 
I have a view 
He does not know 


Quite what to do 


He shuts his mouth 
And he would freeze 
My words and silence 


Like disease 


Unfortunately 
That’s for him 
It only shows him 


Up as dim 
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Exasperating 
As it is 
For him of course 


I quite know this 


Hoist is the guy 
With his petard 
And serve him right 
Sexist retard 


Amita Paul (Pen Name: Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia): I am a retired 
bureaucrat but at heart a poet and teacher. I write, mostly poetry, in 
English, Urdu, Hindi and Punjabi. I was awarded the NISSIM 
International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 for Excellence in 
Writing and my contribution to Indian English Poetry and the First 
Reuel Prize for 2020 for non-fiction for my experimental prose plus 
multi-media anthology, “The Saaqi Chronicles’ by The Significant 
League, a Creative Writing group on Facebook. 
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ESCAPISM 


Somewhere between the demarcation 

of dream and reality 

i conjure a traceless space 

where time stands poised 

on the skip beat of a heart, 

embalmed in sandalwood fragrance 

i unwind in blissful guise of waking death 
the world of joy, sorrow, anguish dispels 
crackles a leap to oblivion 

in flames of sonorous mantras- 

life in all hues desire dispersed 

bearing fruits of mundane karma 
transcend the horizon of flesh and soul 


mutate in the throb of nothingness. 


Nameless, I gather myself 
in the womb of surreal space 


tethered to be reborn. 
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Word Notes: 
Mantras: sacred utterances believed to have spiritual powers. 
Karma: sum of a person’s actions. 


Amita Ray: A former associate professor in English, AMITA RAY is 
based in Kolkata. An academic of varied interests, she is a published 
translator, short story writer and poet. She has two books of 
translations to her credit. Her short stories have been published in The 
Sunday Statesman, Cafe Dissensus, Setu and other online magazines. 
A collection of her short stories is due to be published soon. Her 
poems have been widely published and featured in anthologies. 
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LITERARY OUTSIDER 


Those portraits on the wall 

Those pictures of those faces in the classroom hall 
I know mine won't hang there 

I come and go, from you know not where to 


You know not where 


So, I have freedom to say and speak 

To get drunk or stay sober and dance 

To sing or weep, to make a scene or not 
To still try hashish and grass, or not 

To come and leave 

To go or stay 

Freedom to be everyone's pet-hate 
Freedom to stick to and recite English poetry 
Freedom to love, freedom to laugh 
Freedom to cry or just sit around and wait 
They also serve who come and go 


They also serve who walk out or...? Or refuse to wait. 
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Ampat Koshy: Dr Koshy AV is a poet, teacher, writer of fiction, 
literary critic and theoretician as well as editor and anthology maker. 
He is a co-author of 2 Amazon bestsellers and presently writing a 
novel. He is founder of TSL and Reuel International Prize and an NPO 
for autism. Two of his books have achieved thousands of reads and a 
research essay on Dattani has 15000 reads. 
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MAHOGANY DARK 


The sturdy, decorated chair 
melted like chocolate in my 


mouth. 


I was in awe, when I sighted 
the gorgeous chair and 
dignified presence 

of the ephemeral figure. 

My mouth opened up 
automatically; 

& I felt the chair melting..., 


melting fast in saliva 


The mahogany dark chocolate 
tasted like any ordinary one 
Thad outside school, in 

times of yore. 


But now I chewed it cautiously, 


lest I fell sick. 


& devoured it instant. 


Only the chair observed 
from a distance 


Aneek Chatterjee: I am a poet and academic from Kolkata, India. I 
have contributed to literary magazines and poetry anthologies across 
the globe. I have published two full-length poetry collections titled 
‘Seaside Myopia’ & ‘Unborn Poems and Yellow Prison’, and a novel 
named ‘The Funeral Procession’. My poem has been archived at Yale 
University. I have a Phd in International Relations and have been 
teaching in leading Indian and foreign universities. 
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SAIL WITH ME 


Sail with me in the sultry summer evenings 
As the spectacular sun sets 

The shimmering glimmer mesmerizes 

The cool ocean breeze invigorates 


How awesome it feels? 


My soul exults in rhythmic motion 
To the oscillating ocean 
Lulling me into a peaceful zone 


In heart and soul, we are one. 


Taste the ocean’s treasure 

With every heartfelt measure 
When she whispers in your heart 
Your soul cannot ignore her 


Child, come home, come home! 


As life’s seasonal tides change 


Will you be my pillar of strength? 
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Will I be your rainbow of hope? 


Together we will sail through life’s stormy waters. 


Come celebrate her treasures 

For her pleasures are beyond measure. 

Sail with me across idyllic islands and oceans 
As we share life’s blessings. 


Angela Chetty: I am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. I work 
as a consultant. I have contributed to various anthologies and 
numerous journals. I have also published a poetry anthology. I have 
been honoured as a contemporary poet with the most heartfelt poems 
in 2019 and had two poems featured in the Top 100 poems for 2019. 
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I LOVE YOUR LIPS 


Yeah I love your lips 
Those petals of rose, 
I love to touch and caress them 


To them I won’t like to lose 


Yeah I love your lips 

Their eternal fluttering 

When you sing songs of 

Love they seem somewhere in 


The valley fully drunk and wandering 


Yeah I love your lips 
Their soft red color 

Love to kiss them again 
And again especially when 


With my touch they begin to shiver 


Yeah I love your lips 
When they are draped 


37 


In your long and dark tress 

My heart breaks into 

Smithereens in love when they 
Make a soft smile in your sweet face 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He is from Brajrajnagar, Odisha, 
India, and resides there currently. He works as a mine surveyor in coal 
mines. He writes short stories and poems whenever he gets time. 
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THE TRANQUIL SOUL 


There is an ocean within each of us 

Of limitless spread and unknown depth. 
Its waters are calm, colourless and still. 
No waves lash its shores 

For there are no waves, no shore. 


No breeze disturbs its surface or its core. 


To reach this ocean takes a lifetime or more 
Some do. Some don't. Many do not know 
That such peace exists in such a world as ours. 
It is so quiet it does not call itself out, 

So self-contained that it does not seek us out. 
It only spreads itself selflessly 


For us to reach it, if we so want. 


Between us and the silent ocean is nothing 
But ourselves. Our noisy, restless selves 
Entangled in the drama of desire and suffering. 


Looking for the way out, we wander further into disquiet 
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Not pausing to feel the tranquillity of our inner ocean, 
The ocean we call the soul. 
We also call it God. 


Anju Kishore: I am a poet, editor and a former Cost Accountant. My 
poems have been featured in numerous national and international 
journals and anthologies. One of the winners of The Great Indian 
Poetry Award 2018 and The Prime International Poetry Prize 2020, my 
book of poems ‘...and I Stop to Listen’ was published in 2018. I have 
been part of the Editorial Teams of four anthologies with India Poetry 
Circle and Kavya-Adisakrit Publishing. 
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HE WAS SO TALL 

And he was so tall 

he could hold the moon in his hand, 
as he ran along 


the shoreline of my heart. 


His eyes beheld a future 


that no one else could see. 


And a million stars danced 
in the presence of his wake, 


as waves lapped gently at my love. 


I shall never love another. 
He has lifted me above the sky, 
and handed me constellations 


beyond the dreams of doubt. 


Al 


Only true love can live 
within one breath, 


and exhale a summer breeze. 


Handing me the moon, 
the stars, and oceans of eternity. 


Ann Christine Tabaka: I am a poet and writer residing in Delaware, 
USA. I am a retired organic chemist and a retired personal trainer. I 
have 11 poetry books and have been published in numerous magazines 
and journals worldwide. I was nominated for the 2017 Pushcart Prize 
in Poetry. I was the winner of Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the 
Year (Poetic), and I have won poetry awards from individual 
publications. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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THITHERTO 

(Translated from my ODIA poem,' Seithu') 
Does the childhood stop growing there? 

The soul gets satiated without begging anymore? 
Can those seemingly ordinary scenes 


Be bidden adieu, forever? 


Can those close playmates be invited 
Accompanied in the same manner 


Over to the ground well-known ever? 


Where communion was possibly comfortable 
Arguing, regretting, surrendering before memory 
Linking past with the present, as though 


Begging pardon for a little smile on your lips. 


Sitting alone then and there, for sure 


An iota of fear we had never. 
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Does fear grow up with growth physical 
By slippery stairs of suspicion? 

Setting foot with utmost care 

While whole body thoroughly drenched 
In uncared, unwavering concern! 


Antaryami Mishra: I am a bi-lingual poet writing both in Odia and 
English. I work as a senior teacher in English at R.D.C. Higher 
Secondary School, Chilika Napata, Puri, Odisha. I am a published poet 
contributing to more than a dozen literary anthologies of national and 
international repute. I have a collection of Odia poems, ‘MA 
Nishaada’. 
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THE WOMEN IN MY POETRY 
VASANTHI SWETHA 


I hope the women in my poetry are made of whatever they want to be, 
I hope my words don't 

butcher their silence, 

I hope my poems 

give them the space to sit however they want to and help them 
lean on and diminish the noise of debates 

about bleeding bodies of women 

and yet don't look at these women as the primary stakeholders, 
I hope my poems 

let them choose their own words 

of pain, of cramps or of rest, 

I hope my poem 

is a hot water bag, 

I hope my poem 

is a bed to stretch and sleep or to read 

without having to reiterate that 

women's bodies are not a scale 


that measures strength and tolerance, 
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I hope my poem 

is a sound proof room 
on days my women 
don't want to listen to 
any of you. 


THE WOMEN IN YOUR POETRY 
ANURAG K. MATHUR 


I hope the Women in your poetry, 
Find more like-minded women and men, 
To take this lovely poem far beyond, 


A Facebook page’s realm 


I hope too the Women in your Poetry, 
Make it a habit now and then, 
To come by and re-live more of your poems, 


Adding to their formidable ken 


May The Women in Your Poetry, 


Breathe your spirit and live your soul 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art of poetry, 
dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that 
she writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 


Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a financial 
services group and has spent almost two decades serving that industry. 
Whatever little time that has been spared from work or sleep or 
reflective meditation has—with quite a few well-meaning prods and 
nudges from friends—been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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WOMEN AND WE MEN 


what else is as beautiful as a woman? 

beautiful inside and out, 

when no possessions keep us man becomes a wanderer but 
woman is still a wonderess, 

in a girl hides a queen who hides in houses 

but dreams for all others, 

A woman's happiness is in throwing everything 

to live for love and prosperity of other, 

this beautiful business of womanhood is a heavy burden 
and when a woman says she is a housewife 

she exults in supreme pride and then aspires no more, 

she moves with the grace, with her moves the race 

she is surviving for others, 

if you want something said, comes into the picture the man 
and if you want something done, there she comes strongly, 
she doesn't cook, she burns 

for she is a mother, wonderful friend, lover 

and adviser with smile, 

she is a mystery and delight 
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the moon that rises within a woman 

doesn’t follow and calendar as the one in the sky 
So O man submit yourself to true friendship 

of a woman you love 

She heals, encourages and lifts you higher. 


Ashish Kumar Pathak: He is a primary education teacher in Bihar. 
He has got a letter of appreciation from the President of India for his 
poem. He has recently been featured in ‘Fragrance of Asia’ anthology. 
He has been conferred the ‘World Union of Poets’ gold cross medal 
for his writings in the world book 'Complexion-based Discrimination’ 
He is only one among six poets selected for ‘Marula World Anthology’ 
from Asia. 
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STAIRCASE 


Here the grey twigs of time, 
An old house under the restless sky 


Midnight moon anchored on the old staircase 


Dark ruins of passions 
In the broken sea of memories 


Moon shedding her silk clothes 


Kissed your tears away 
Secret song of a heart 


Images on the broken mirror 


Down the staircase, there is the fountain 
Voices sing 


Midnight moon between your knees 


Insane vagabond heart 
Climbed the staircase of night 
Touched the tender lust of memory 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: He is from Kolkata, India. SAVAGE WIND is 
his first poetry book, translated into Spanish and Italian by Josep 
Juarez and Elisa Mascia. SONG OF PEBBLES is his second book of 
poems translated into French by Marjorie Meetoo. He is a retired 
journalist. Poetry, photography, and painting are his passions. 
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THE DAINTY TORPEDO FOOT 


Taking our respective sunrise strolls around the sparkling local lake, 
our town’s venerable charity Dame stopped me for a country chat. Deft 
as a puppeteer, her dainty fingers managed her two large, glistening, 
immaculately groomed show dogs, from whose lustrous coats 
exploded an array of aromatic fragrances. Organic, I have no doubt of 
it. 


“Did you see that ghastly letter in the Sunshine Coast Daily, Mr 
Pittard? It says we should welcome to Australia these dreadful boat 
people? Do you know what I’d do? I would do this!” 


Her chic skirts shook as her sharp-pointed, sky blue, silken shoe 
propelled a swift kick aimed west like a torpedo towards the Indian 
Ocean and its limping flotillas of desperate humanity. 


A dark cloud round her majestic salon-trained brow burst: 
“Td kick the boats back to where they come from! That’s what I’d do.” 


Note: Disturbingly, our Australian medical and social workers and 
also the visiting United Nations Special Rapporteur documented 
human rights abuses of refugees at Australia’s Manus Island 
Regional Processing Centre (MIRCP). 
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Barry Pittard: I am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, living in the 
Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. I am a retired 
(refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as an NGO among the 
socially marginalised. I have broadcast on social justice and world 
music themes on community radio. In the theatre, I worked as an actor, 
director and writer. Presently, I am doing a personal dance sadhana, 
extensively using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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WHAT IS LOVE? 


what is love? 
is it a trail of emotion 
that is sometimes lost 


in the tides of the ocean 


what is love? 
is ita common feeling 
that is felt by humanity 


that needs sexual healing 


what is love? 
that sweeps you off your feet 
when like in a collision 


two opposite sexes meet 


what is love? 
when it creates hurt and scar 
when a rollercoaster of excitement 


has just become a lonely star 
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what is love? 
when it has taken full control 
losing yourself 


in the arms of another soul 


what is love? 

you might say 

is when you meet your soulmate 
on that memorable majestic day 


Bevan Boggenpoel: His debut anthology, published in December 2016 
was well received by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He is 
also an author at a South African website known as Litnet (Literature 
Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in a South African 
context that covers different issues in daily life. In his writings, he 
strives to tell a story or teach a lesson that will inspire and motivate. 
He is currently a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern 
areas of Port Elizabeth. 
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AN UNBLOOMED DREAM 


I have a dream 

To collect 

All the unuttered words 

Pouring out from the secret chambers 
Of my heart, 

I would string them like a pearl necklace 
Moistening them with my tears 

I would décor 

The million moments of my life 

And offer 

At His feet 

He, who has filled 


All my dreams. 


Bharati Nayak: I am a bilingual poet, critic and translator residing in 
Bhubaneswar, India. I work for the Government of Odisha. I have 
contributed to various national and international anthologies and e- 
books. I have also published three poetry books, two in English 
language and one in my mother tongue, ODIA, and worked as co- 


writer in two poetry anthologies. I regularly write on online poetry site 
www.poemhunter.com where I am placed among the top 500 poets and 
offered the title 'Poetic Basil’ for my contributions. 
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ICY BEAUTY 


When I saw my face 

in your eyes 

My ear juices melted 
Every word you poured 
entered into eminence 


of new understanding 


I saw you 

under the disco light 
the night was young 
We were not getting 


any younger 


You held this key 
a deep dance of hearts 
I have knelt before 


mama’s love 
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Still I stay true 
You and I sing 
a special song 


Bheki BO. Nxumalo: He honed his writing and performing skills at 
FUBA School Of dramatic And Visual Arts, where he did speech and 
drama. His earlier poetry was published in a book titled FEDILITIES 
V. edited by Kobus Moolman. He has performed in festivals such as 
Bosman Weekend Festival, Newcastle Winter Festival, Macufe 
festival, to name a few. He has graced broadcasting medium like 
SABC, Y fm and Trans Africa radio blowing poetry horn. He is a 
member of Amavukuvuku music band. He also facilitated children 
story telling at Xarra Books. 
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AFTER EL NINO: February 24, 1998 


for Lynne Cohn, who left town one day too soon 
A foamy surf of clouds breaks 
over the San Gabriel mountains, 
becoming what you had hoped to find. 
EI nifio has, for the moment, left, 
and finally, today, it is 


sunny Southern California. 


Wildflowers, shining and purpled, 
highlight the green valleys unlike 

the veil of yesterday’s sheets 

of rain and clouds, heavily 

folded slate-grey brush strokes. Now, 


white-veined and dusted with snow, 


the peaks of the valley ridges curve 
beside the freeway, and a ribbon of light 
runs red along their arched backs 

while evening sets and the sun stacks 
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blankets of pinks and greenish blues 
over brown-and-burnt hues. 


Bill Cushing: Bill Cushing lives in Glendale with his wife and their 
son. Published in various journals and anthologies, both in print and 
online, he is a multiple Pushcart Prize nominee and was named among 
the Top Ten L. A. Poets in 2017 and one of 2018’s “ten poets to 
watch” by Spectrum Publishing of Los Angeles along with winning the 
2019 San Gabriel Valley Chapbook Competition with Music Speaks. 
Bill’s book of poems, A Former Life, was released by Finishing Line 
Press and was recently honored with a Kops-Featherling International 
Book Award. 
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WINGED INSPIRATION 


Her blue blouse 

Slipped down half torn 

Revealing a raised half butterfly 

In an island of skin flakes 

On her blued back. 

Blue is not only the colour of the sky 
But also the colour of blued bodies 
Trying to grow wings and transform 

To escape the mires of an oppressed life 
Amidst a flurry of rebellious thoughts, 
To bloom as flowers, 

And sway freely in the wind, 

but unfortunately, their sprint gets thwarted, 
trampled under the wheels of 

blue blooded patriarchy. 

Just as whimpers fill the room 

She spots a blue butterfly 

perch on the sill, 

perhaps her good luck. 


61 


Falling in a trance, 

she feels her soul slowly 

recuperate and heal 

as he takes the lead from the blue butterfly. 


Bilquis Fatima: She is an innate lover of nature and speaker for social 
issues. She has allowed her feelings to be expressed as short writes and 
speeches from her college time. Although being a post-graduate in 
Chemistry, she has also mastered the skills of poetry appreciation and 
writing. Her poems reflecting the situations that are prevalent in the 
society have been appreciated in some groups of poets and writers 
lately. 
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WINTER WONDERS 


Clouds of mists sweep over the roads 
The icy chill has stilled the avenues 
A serene, sombre night sleeps in peace 


With magic touch of the winter 


Sun breaks apart the thick screen of the morning fog, 
Soft sunshine sprinkles over the green lawns, 
Glistening with beads of silvery dew drops 


My marigold heart sings songs of the winter 


The idle day yawns through the walk of life, 
The pleasure of leisurely whims of barbecues 
To woodlands of scenic fauna and flora 


The wondrous winter paints a picturesque panorama 


The winter afternoon idles through the brown meadows, 
Golden paddy fields touching the horizons 

A shroud of mist plays around 

Kindling bonfire to warm, 


63 


A life full of pleasure and coziness, 
A bliss of winter 


Bishnu Charan Parida: He is a bilingual poet from Jajpur Road, 
Odisha. Though a Mechanical Engineer, he has immense love for 
poetry. He loves to write on nature, love, life and philosophy. He is 
associated with many literary organisations. His poems have been 
published in magazines and anthologies of national and International 
repute. He has been honoured on many literary occasions. He has 
received state level Kalinga Nagar Book Festival award in 2015 at 
Byasanagar, Jajpur and RN Tagore award in 2019 from Xpress 
Publications, Kerala. 
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CURSE OF HUNGER 


sad monkeys crouched 

at the edge of the clearing 

and were thinking so hard 

where to get bananas for today 
their stomachs were rumble 

their faces twisted by a grimace 
however, they do not give up 

and were thinking so furiously 

the man cut down to the trunk 

all banana trees in their area 

for man, the animal's world 
doesn't count any value at all 
because of their thoughtlessness 
because of their own private business 
the curse of terrible hunger hangs 
over the world of all wild monkeys 
Man! 

after all, you named yourself 

a rational being, a master race 
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don't you? 

come to your senses as it is not too late 
before you bury all surrounding world 
including yourself 


Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak: She lives in Great Britain. She has 
published seven volumes of poetry; four in Polish and three in English. 
She has published a novel and a few short story collections. Her work 
may be found in numerous worldwide anthologies and magazines. She 
is the winner of many poetry competitions. Her poetry has been 
translated into English, French, Spanish, Swedish, Russian, Arabic, 
Telugu, Bengali, Norwegian, Albanian, Swahili, Philippine, Serbian. 
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A RECIPE CALLED LIFE 


In a bowl, 

I mix a tablespoon of honey, 

a slice of bitter gourd, a slit green chilly, 
some spices, some squeezed lemon juice 
and a pinch of salt. 

I mix them all well, making no fault 


to ensure they are now a fine blend. 


The taste buds of my tongue 
refuse to accept this unique recipe 
but my brain commands me, 
dictating to me I have no voice, 
making it rather a forced choice. 
Gulp it in a galloping pace, 


therefore, I, with a grotesque grimace. 


After all the 
bloating, belching and burping 
through the winds of time, 
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this human heart is a 

potpourri of ingredients, 

myriad and mixed, 

that has finally learnt the art of digestion. 


Brindha Vinodh: I am a postgraduate in Econometrics but a writer 
within. My poems have appeared in several e-zines, magazines, 
journals and I have contributed to several anthologies. 
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THE BEST IS YET TO BE 
(1) 

On its last legs life crawls 

Times come to wind up all, 

Bird is restless to fly the coop, 

Now I can hear a clear call. 

(2) 

Quite ripe time to leave the world 
Now nothing more to reap here, 
Sheer bliss and beauty lay ahead, 

No pleasures, joys or pains to bear. 
(3) 

Divine soothing light drizzles all over 
Exactly right moment to drench in it, 
And forget all earthly fret and fever, 
So alluring; wait no more even a bit. 
(4) 

No thought of looking back 


What’s done; what’s undone 
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Evanescent are all proud gains 
Circle ends where it had begun. 
(5) 

That endless shore is the goalpost 
Where ‘the best is yet to be’-— 
Dreams and desires vanish soon, 
Wake up! Come and join me. 


B S Tyagi: He comes from India. He writes in both Hindi and English. 
He has several books—fiction and non-fiction—to his credit. His 
poems have been included in several anthologies. He writes short 
stories, which regularly appear in national and international literary 
magazines. Besides, he has translated several books of poems. He shies 
away from public celebrations and prizes. Inner bliss he is showered 
upon through creativity is the greatest prize. 
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WINDOW 


As the morning 


erases the stars 


Ghost landscapes 


bleak, stands sentinel 


The blind glass 


infra-thin emulsions 


Opens discontinuous perceptions 


and discreet sensations 


Of your life 


puzzled-reflected-analyzed. 


From the outside 


like a poem 
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Drowning itself in 


forgotten past inspirations. 


Disorder of lunacy? 


Or anxious normalcy? 


As time lapses 


Carl Scharwath: He has appeared globally with 150+ journals 
selecting his poetry, short stories, interviews, essays, plays or art 
photography (His photography was featured on the cover of 6 
journals.) Two poetry books ‘Journey To Become Forgotten’and 
‘Abandoned’ have been published. His first photography book was 
recently published by Praxis. Carl is the art editor for Minute 
Magazine, a competitive runner and 2nd degree black-belt in 
Taekwondo. 
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What happens when those who fight exploitation 
themselves exploit 

those who raise voice against abuse 
abuse 

those whose duty is to protect 

kill 

those who should feed 

deprive 

those who should work 

shirk 

stay awake 

sleep 

those who guard 

plunder 

when a mother throws her new born 
into the garbage bin 

when innocents are tortured 


fathers rape 
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what happens when the sky does not cry 
when the earth burns. 
WHAT HAPPENS. 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now a 
freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part of the poetry 
circle that meets first Wednesday of every month. He writes poems to 
be subsequently brought out into a collection. 
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TUTANKHAMUN 


Poor buck-toothed kid, poorly embalmed on view 
To gawking tourists. Had he expected 

This aspect of the afterlife as through 

Millennia he waited quite neglected 

By tomb-robbers and history, his grave 

Small, overcrowded, for another meant. 

Died a teenager who could hardly shave 
Conceived in incest, walking with a cane, 

Divine ruler buried with some board games 

Did you have time to rule much in your reign? 
Or was real power held by other names? 

Dear dried-up thing that one warm blood could bleed 
A Pharaoh is a fragile thing indeed. 


Christopher Villiers: I am a poet residing in Braunton, England. I 
work as a writer. I have contributed to various anthologies and have 
also published three volumes of poetry. 
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THE DEVIL 
Seven years the child had waited 
To play with the Devil, the Witch and the Juggler 
With whom he dreamed 
And whom he adored. 
Now that his parents forced him 
To take Communion from the hite xi of God 
He refused, and said: 
-I don’t want, I don’t want 
To take that Communion of God 
Because those servants of God are very bad 
Who serve the hit and the Golden Calf 
And they have no inclination to Fraternity 
To Liberty, Art or Imagination. 
They all live and do evil 
Clad in Inquisitor’s skin. 
They chase and insult the Devil 
Because he has the red skin of the Passion 


A complexion burned by the ray of the Sun 
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With a heart of love 
That shines on the tip of his tongue 
Immaculate tongue sown on his palate. 


Daniel de Culla: I am a poet and writer residing in Burgos, Spain. I 
am retired. I have also published more than seventy poetry anthologies. 
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DIPA 


Tribute to the Durban Independent Medical Practitioners’ 
Association. (DIPA) 


Assailed on every side by a lethal invisible microbe that lurked 
everywhere, in the air, on any surface and in the breath, the frightened 
and fearful contact us for help. For Healers, there is no social 
distancing, only a daily dance with death. The stress is excruciating. 
COVID-19 strikes down the Healers and the patients again and again 
and again. The families of the doctors are affected, the guilt is 
eviscerating. We rely on more than one webinar a night and daily 
whatsapps to network and learn the latest. 


Incinerated in the cauldron of Apartheid, compassionate doctors still 
coalesced to care. 


In 1975, they formed the organisation that was later to be called the 
Durban Independent Practitioners’ Association. (DIPA). Led by Dr D 
R Padayachee, they were among the most dedicated, learned, wise and 
compassionate healers in Durban. Their empathy and concern was 
their love made visible. 


The experienced Dr Daya Naidoo convened the weekly journal club 
for over 20 years. Updating and refreshing the doctors’ knowledge via 
the best specialists, professors and family practitioners, Daya ensured 
that the ambience was one of respect, humility and camaraderie. 


Drs Vijay Jaganath and Anand Chetty stand out as humble oracles of 
wisdom and encyclopaedic knowledge. We shared our experiences and 
supported each other in a sometimes hostile environment. 


After Dr Naidoo | took over as head of the DIPA Journal club till | 
retired as a full time doctor. 
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I was co-opted onto the DIPA executive at that time headed by Dr 
Ramlachan. 


We worked seven days a week and were usually on call 24 hours a 
day, month after month, year after year. The respect and love in our 
patients’ eyes keep us going as we always, always, acted in our 
patients’ best interest. 


Now Dr Shabnum Adam leads the Journal club and the caring, 
compassionate, wise, knowledgeable Dr Naren Budhoo heads DIPA. 


May God bless all my colleagues, may all survive as we continue to 
give everything we are for our country and for our people. 


Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and Poet, residing 
in Durban. He works as a primary care physician. His writings have 
been included in various international and South African anthologies 
including the Readers’ Digest’s BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT 
STORIES. Three of his books have been published. The English 
academy of Southern Africa awarded the author the Olive Schreiner 
Prize for prose; The Congress of South African Writers has awarded 
the doctor the Nadine Gordimer prize for prose. 
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NEVER CROSSED THE TWILIGHT ZONE 


There was a twilight zone 

I used to run to 

Between the truths and the untruths 
Between the real and the surreal 

To suffer alone sitting on the edge 
Wondering whether to cross or not to cross 
The cacophony of the urban jungle 

The invisible iron grille surrounding me 
The continuous whistle of reminders 

The compulsion to be right at all times 

I never realised how or when 

I used to be inching towards the twilight zone 
Only to discover all of a sudden 

That I was there, I was very much there 
Wondering whether to cross or not to cross 
I never crossed; I was not able to cross 
The ever expanding string on my feet 

The inexplicable pull at my heart 

The power of the iron grille to surround 
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The stone of being the righteous man 
Drilled deep inside my heart 
Never let me cross. 


Dipankar Sarkar: I am only a part-time poet residing in Kolkata, 
India. I work as the Chief Content Officer of iDreamCareer.com. 
Poetry is the only soulmate I have. I find solace in poetry when my 
heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me completely unannounced, without a 
notice. I wake up sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of a 
daydream, and voila, words just start flowing out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, forcing me to live an experience of writing. 
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BLANK CANVAS 


White — Your sincerity fills my hesitant emotional cavities leaving a 
lasting glow to fulfill my foretold healing halo. Your pure love radiates 


my life, purifying my dark moods born from the loss of loved ones no 
more 


near me to guide my once perceived stable spirituality — Your 
innocence 


transcends your embracing kindness, making me breathe once again. 


Yellow — Your blinding welcome essence illuminates my self-inflicted 
ancient 


transgressions, casting endless gifts of luminescence as I bask 
willingly in 


your healing effervescence, promising lasting love in various sessions 
as we 


allow our magnetic souls to melt into one entity ensuring our 
longevity. 


Blue — Your voice line air, soothing my recurring nightmares from 
those who 


purposefully left long-lasting mental scars to mask their own 
blackened 
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decaying hearts — Your aura cobalt blue, casting a healing necessary 
hue 


so I float on your reflection sparkling in all directions, guiding me 
beckoning 


me inspiring me uplifting me saving me — Liberating me, feeding my 
reverie. 


Red — Your pulsating vivaciousness sweeping me into a passionate 
river 


of love, transporting me into vast oceans of ecstasy I have never 
known 


before so I linger a little bit longer, melting in your embracing loving 
wings. 


Green — A spark new life your oxygen feeding new unknown emotions 


My inner rhythm in sync with our surroundings, your energy bountiful 


initiating new personal growth. Our union growing ever stronger. 


Love Canvas — Our rope of love surely destined to last despite 
expected 


ups and downs. Our seasons of love delivering astonishing new vibrant 
colours... 
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Don Beukes: He is a writer of poetry and short fiction and a Pushcart 
Nominee. Originally from South Africa, he is also a reviewer and 
translates poetry into Afrikaans. His books include 'The Salamander 
Chronicles' (CTU), 'Icarus Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP) and 'In Pursuit of 
Poetic Perfection’ (Libbo Publishers and Milborrow Media, South 
Africa) 
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SAFE 


You hoarded your eggs 

in an asbestos nest 

and called the smoke a hoax. 
And then came the flames. 


Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went to 
school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four continents, fell in love, 
taught and learned various subjects, fell in love, grew chronologically 
and physically. Fell in love, fell in love fell in love. ‘Love’s 
Autobiography’ is the first part of a longer meditation, ‘The Many 
Loves of Duane Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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THE STARS SLEPT 

The sky was dark, the stars slept 
Helter-skelter, as the light left 
Perdition, who knows, seems remorse 


Rake and fake mount the horse 


The moon fled, as if in shame 
Wear and tear, can kill her fame? 
The day breaks with a dim gray sun 


White heat feels shy, oh the earth on 


The spring has come, Goety with no veil 
Spick and spike looks too pale 
Qualm, it underwent with no sign 


A sickly sickle attempts to chop a vine 


The grove and desert look alike 

Her curly curls have nothing to strike 
The time alters, so do all too 

Dilly dally machinates what ought to 
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Crying with no tears but words of sorrow 

Oh! Shadows on meadows have a silent burrow 
The moon laments with leaden eyes despair 
Silly Sally is thy love that dwells in no lore. 


Dusmanta Choudhury: He is a poet residing in Jeypore, in the district 
of Koraput, Odisha, India. He is a Lecturer in English in 
Dr.B.R.Ambedkar Jr. College, Lamtaput in Koraput district. He has 
contributed to various anthologies. He has recently got the Honour of 
Pentasi B World Featured Poet 2020 Honour. He is also a member of 
several poetry societies. He has also published many Odia and English 
poems. 
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MISTAKES 


Translated by Artur Komoter 
Believing that adulthood 
helps 

was a mistake. 


Dressed, yet naked, 
every day 

we try to learn 

what we should know. 
Daily new challenges. 


Seemingly 
prepared for life, 


in serenity and agitation 
— we keep going. 


The world 
of its own mistakes, failures and successes 


can have a bittersweet taste, 


but 
it is not a copy, 


but the sum of our decisions. 


— It’s ours. 
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Eliza Segiet: I am a poet, novelist, writer. I reside in Tomasz6w Maz, 
Poland. I work as a philosopher. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I have also published novels, poetry anthologies. 
Laureate Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020. 
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HIDDEN IN A SMALL TOWN 


I settled on a pair of shoes, 

Which lets me walk chronologically. 
I reached a ten-year-old reading 
Chariots of the Gods, in intense sun, 


Then he placed the book aside. He was finished. 


I noticed a fascinating young girl's shadow 
Wither in a graveyard, contemplating 
Telling of her unique love 

And how purgatory starts, 


Shouldering what hid in her heart. 


I observed a wicked man weep as a woman 
Smiling tossed his black cloud into thin air, 
Making space for her offspring's tears 

To be accepted, to be addressed, 


To be sheltered in a small town. 


90 


Ferris E Jones: He writes poetry and screenplays from his residence 
in Puyallup, Washington. His work has been published in several 
literary periodicals. He is the recipient of two Grants from the Nevada 
Arts Council and published several collections of poetry, including To 
Burning Man, Oh the Path that Followed and As the Toad Sleeps. You 
can learn more about Ferris E. Jones’ by _ visiting 
Www.inquisitionpoetry.com where each month he features the work of 
other poets. 
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You are the grass 

And that prevents me from walking in the garden 
Not only do I not want to trample you 

But I also do not want to touch you 


For it would be my undoing 


I saw destruction on many a path 
It never spared a glance though 
Till it saw us together on the top of the mountain 


And threw the huge snowball at us 


The grass 
And the bird with frozen wings 


A match made in heaven 


Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is busy being a 
traveller, climbing mountains, walking on untrodden paths, capturing 
the voice of a solitary flower blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting 
on a hanging branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her 
camera as well as in the words she weaves. That she has been a part of 
many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize awardee and had 
commendable mention at Destiny's Poet is incidental. Her first book of 


poems is titled ‘In My Skin, I Find Freedom’. 
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YOU MAKE ME NEW 


I just wonder how it happened 

Did you conquer me 

Or I let you intrude into my life! 

I used to guard my soft, fragile heart 
In a dark silent closet inside me 


Uninvaded, untrodden from delusions of love 


But at the advent of you 

The dark corners enthralled with your lighted imprints 
Invoking a new journey to an unseen world 

Where I rediscovered myself 


As if I always wanted you around me 


A magician you are...magician of verse and diction 

Your rhapsodies cast a spell on me 

The soul that carries my body flows with your blissful rhymes 
My illusory body disappears... 

When I look into the mirror I find your poems carved on me 

I feel your soulful glances all over me 
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My budding passions bloom into flowers 

Emotions chirp sweetly like birds 

I still wonder how stealthily you walked into my life! 
As if you always knew...deep within my heart 

There had been a coveted place for you... 


Gayatree G. Lahon: She is a teacher and a poet residing in Dibrugarh, 
Assam. Poetry is her passion. Being an aesthete, she finds inspiration 
in Nature. According to her, poetry is a celebration of life in its myriad 
shades. Her poems have been published in many national and 
international anthologies and magazines. 
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WITHOUT TEARS 


Her veil flutters 

As the chariot leaves, 
Picks up speed 

And slowly vanishes 


Into the rising dust. 


But Radha will not cry. 


He gave her the flute 
Leaving without a word 

A reed with the magic lost 
And she has to guard the rest 
With their gentle eyes 
Brimming with tears, 


Now a flock without the shepherd. 


Only a stone remains 


Standing tall 
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On the low mountain 


They once worshipped. 


She waited 
Till it was just a speck 
On the road 


Stretching far. 


Radha will not cry. 


How can she?! 
As always, they are not two, 
But one. 


Geeta Varma: I am a poet based in Chennai, India. I have contributed 
to numerous anthologies. I have also published two books. 
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SONG AND TREE 


Here I stand in the embrace of your love, 
When the wee dawn kisses Earth in the red of passion, 


And the fiery bidding goodbye of Your effulgence leaves my eyes 
darker than night, 


Here I stand neither submitting to You, nor You subjugating me to, 


But in the blissful merge of the sanguine warmth of oneness that You 
and J are, 


Here I stand bent in love’s surrender willingly, 


For there lies the beauty of the courtesy of a fruit-laden tree that has 
seen all seasons, 


And there lies the enchantment of the tree rooted to its commitment to 
yield, 


You and I both the tree and the soil, the red earth and the blue beyond, 
The song and the lyrics, breath and the soul, 
Where one never exists without the other. 


Geethanjali Dilip: I am a poet residing in Salem, Tamil Nadu. I work 
as a French teacher. I have contributed to various anthologies. I have 
also published 7 poetry anthologies. I was recently awarded The Indian 
Women Achievers Award 2020 by Asian Literary Society at Delhi. 
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PROOF OF MY LOVE 


There’s a waiting in me—my patience the length of your life. 
Let the birds that woke up early this morn 

fly back home, their foraging done. 

The autumn leaf debate its fall. 

fish have swum to ocean while the little boys hooked their bait. 
There’s the smell of home-cooked hotpot. 

My child runs home fast, her hair flying in the wind. 

Outside the dog chases its own tail. 

The crow sits on the cow. 

My neighbour has not tired yet of the bucket he holds 

while he explains the merits of organic fertilizers 

across the fence. 

The scratchy squeaky noise of chalk on chalkboard, and 
teacher with eyes 

at the back of her head that capture the flying paper missile... 
The length is the time when a girl smiles 

and there’s that cute dimple again! “Oh my!” 

How many more instances do you want as proof of my love? 
Then let me show you how far we have come— 
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Here’s the love line that starts at my wrist 
going all the way to the rest of our lives as I wait... 
My patience still the length of your life... 


Glory Sasikala: She is a writer, poet and publisher from Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and Publisher of GloMag, the 
international monthly online poetry and prose magazine, and is 
administrator of the group of the same name on Facebook. She is the 
creator of ‘The Chennai Ladies’ series of E-books on Amazon.com. 
She has recently published her third novel. 
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EUPHONY 

It hurts to love 

yet we cannot help but love 

love is the desire the soul yearns for 
and the heart cannot deny 

feelings we disguise 

hide them in a closet 

and pretend that they will go away 
when love is wrenched from our souls 
love is not blind 

it’s our hearts that are blind 


and we follow it into the depths of despair 


I can’t change your lifestyle 
to suit my hopes and dreams 
I can’t change your feelings 


about the way you feel about me 


You tortured me with your will, 
locked me out of your life 
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tried to break me with your words. 

I wanted to strike back at you 

with words with equal force 

but my heart was illuminated 

with sweet euphony 

there was no place for hate in my soul 
and overwhelmed by my inner weakness 
for your love 

I could not take a step without you 
beautiful hollowness echoes in my soul 
although you have forsaken 

my undying love for you. 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and writing 
poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his poetry at various 
forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ 
Association, and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 


101 


UTOPIA 


One day, I wake up in the infinite of emptiness. 


The blue whistler, calling in the setting sun 
and the light spilling from the skies; all are erased 


under the lamp shade, 


My journeys across the distant islands hum sad songs, 
memories are like unreliable confessions resting 


under the mango tree. 


Those years carry a cord of hope; wandering days 
slip out from the daily planner; in a time of everything 


is in collapse. 


All my offered prayers are unanswered, unheard 
eyes to eyes - wrapped in fog and smoke, missing 


the filial love. 


I want to listen now, the sound of sunlit dreamland. 
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Gopal Lahiri: I am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and translator 
residing in Kolkata. I have contributed to various anthologies and have 
also published nine volumes of poetry in English and seven volumes in 
Bengali. In addition, I have also jointly edited two anthologies of 
poems in English and also have one translation work of short stories of 
Israel, translated by me from English to Bengali. I have recently edited 
a collection of poems titled ‘Jallianwalabagh: Poetic Tribute’. 
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WITNESS OF TRUTH 


The rocks are lying 
for the day 


that will come back 


The mountains are standing 
for the day 


that will come back 


The rivers are flowing 
For the day 


That will come again 


The Sun is lighting up 
For the day 


That is coming step by step 


The wind is blowing 
For the day 


That will come soon 
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They will accompany with the truth 
On that day 

That will come back again 

As they are inevitable witness of truth 


Guna Moran: He is another winner of Creator Of Justice Award 2020 
given by International Human Right Festival, and is an Assamese poet 
and critic. His poems are published in various international magazines, 
journals, webzines, blogs, newspapers and anthologies of the globe. 
His poems have been translated into more than thirty languages. He 
has three published poetry books to his credit, which are available on 
amazon kindle. He lives in Assam, India. 
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GHAZAL 


Let us travel from this desert of hunger and tears and meet next year. 


Riding upon the foaming waters of the sea, I will greet you next year. 


No, no—don’t stop here. The gardens may flow with beauty, 


Let us go to the Gardener Himself, he is going to throw treat next year. 


There is no escape from pain for the one who lives in exile, 


I can be thwarted let us agree, but there is no defeat next year. 


Love is our only steady guide on this road full of hardships, 


Anyhow I will trample with the caravan and will repeat next year. 


Now let us be silent so that the Giver of Speech may speak, 


Upon His calling secretly in the night I will give my heartbeat, next 
year. 


If you want to ride the horse that sails on the breeze of dawn! 


Become the dust under the hoofs and I will show you lover's street 
next year. 
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Submerged in the pool of blood, in despair I call upon him for mercy, 


If you can't see my slashed throat now, I will show my red feet next 
year. 


Imran Yousuf: He is a _ Poet/Writer/Columnist/Translator from 
Kashmir, India. He is currently working as Columnist and Journalist. 
He has contributed his poems to various reputed magazines, journals 
and international anthologies. He has co-authored more than 10 
anthologies and has also written a series of articles about the great Sufi 
Poets of the Kashmir Valley (starting from 14th century) published 
across various newspapers and magazines and now being compiled 
into a book. 
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ECHO 
The World, 
is made up of 


Original and its reflections. 


Echo, 
Is alsoa 


Reflection, a repetition. 


Writings and speeches, 
are echoes of the innermost 
Heartfelt feelings and thoughts, 


Of writers and speakers. 


Powerful and impressive words, 
Echo, reverberate in our mind, 


For substantial time. 


Children, 
are echoes 


108 


of their parents. 
Real close friends, 
Echo feelings and emotions 


Mutually. 


Sometimes, 
there may be, 
Silent echoes, 
of some people, 
which are 


Subsonic or inaudible. 


However, 
Original 
Can never be, 


Replaced or Substituted. 
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Jagadish Prasad: I am writer residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. I 
am an HR and Media consultant/Resource Person and also a partner in 
an HR/Talent Resources consultancy company. I have contributed 
poems to the annual magazine of Chennai Poets Circle, Chennai. I 
have also contributed prose and poetry to the in-house magazine of 
IOB (lobian). 
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THE VIEW FROM YOUR WINDOW 


“I would rather be miserable with you than be miserable without 
you.” 


- Dialogue from the movie “Gigi” (1958) 
1 

Outside the latticework of your window 
is lusciousness smooth as the skin of 

a citrus fruit. 

If I lie down beside you, I can see 

the quilted flames of the silver sky. 
Then, burying my face in your chest, 

I compose a song in my head 

to the beat of the percussions 

of your heart. 

Not mellow pop but a loud metal number 
proclaiming love 

until the afternoon turns hoarse 

with thunder and rain. 

Wanton raindrops ravage us 


without shame. 
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2 

I wonder where the moon is 

outside the latticework of your window, 
after accidentally tasting a raindrop 

on your thigh. I use my tongue 

to paint a daisy there. 


Jagari Mukherjee: She is a poet and reviewer based in Kolkata, India. 
Her latest book, The Elegant Nobody, was published by Hawakal 
Publishers in January 2020. She is the winner of the Rabindranath 
Tagore Literary Prize 2018 for Book Review, Poeisis Award for 
Excellence in Poetry 2019, and also the recipient of Reuel International 
Prize for Poetry 2019, among other awards. She is a gold medalist in 
English Literature, a Best of the Net 2018 nominee, DAAD scholar 
from Technical University, Dresden, Germany, a Bear River alumna. 
Jagari is the Founder and Managing Editor of EKL Review. 
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MISSING THE MOMENTS 


It’a strange how we miss the moments 

Of past embedded under the worries of future 

We miss all the moments of past 

Which were once our present 

And we never stopped cribbing about them 
Thinking a better aura of time shall come soon 
Which will make us happy from within 

Which will make us bloom from inside 

Which will be our new future 

But we forget the cunning nature of time 

As William Shakespeare once quoted 

The load aspirations make us forget 

That time is running 

It won’t put up its caravan at some place and then run again 
It’s there in the flow of the moment 

When we are complaining or worrying about future, 
the present is always slipping from the hand 
Turning into past moments 

Memories and everything 
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And the constant urge to worry prevails 
We don’t realise that future about which we were tensed 
Has already transitioned and sublimed to past now 


Jayant Singhal: I am a writer residing in Delhi, India. I am an 
Economics graduate. I have contributed to various anthologies in the 
past. 
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ALMOST... 


As if you could come so swiftly 
unnoticed like butterflies tapping 


wild flowers with soft yellow wings. 


Appearing before me quietly 
while morning mist curls through 


coolness of mint-green spring. 


You walking over roads through 
fields where tree shadows make 


heavy slants against the sun. 


As alive as day...saying my name... 
filling me up with the taste of you... 


kissing my mouth awake again. 


By touch and whisper how we would 
imitate long leaves weaving, undulating 
and finally surrendering to silence. 
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Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous literary 
magazines and anthologies. She has four Best of the Net nominations. 
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SAND CASTLE 


The brown grains of sand, 

coarse and clumsy in my hand 

I held in shaping warmth passionately 
to build a beautiful castle 


with a little moisture absorbed from the sea. 


I designed it with seashells tiny 
as time adorns destiny. 

Baked in the growing sun 

the castle crumbled into a mound; 


a rubble was left behind, clodded all in one. 


My shadows hung longer, 

more rolling waves did whimper 

washing ashore more empty shells together. 
The sea-smelling evening still wonder 


at the collapsed sand castle. 
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The shadow of the soul 

measures the climbing sun's stroll. 
Petals of fleeting moments 
emptiness blooms in their scent 

in helpless whorls of fleeting time. 


Kakoli Ghosh: She is a poet/short story writer from Durgapur, West 
Bengal, India. She wears many hats—a freelance writer, painter, 
beauty advisor and jewellery designer and has a keen interest in music 
and art in general. Apart from contributing to various anthologies, she 
has also published a poetry book. 
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“CUPID’S CROWN” 


One dusky eve did Cupid come, 
Arms-laden with a bunch of Crowns... 
Some were of carved gold made, of smelted silver some, 


Of Green holly were some wreaths, some woven out of Olive browns. 


“Pray what are these and for whom would you tell?” 
“Crowns for the Heirs of Love,” said he “Each gets his Love’s worth” 
“For him that woos the Regal Sceptre, the carved gold shall fit well, 


For him that on Chivalry sets heart, shall silver hoods adorn his noble 
head's girth.” 


“Olive for him who fights not to kill but to uplift his race”— 
“Holly for them with the Loving halo of Pious ways” 


“Rose-wreaths here are for passionate lovers writing with Blood their 
Loves— 


“Yew for the tombs of them that lie slain as peaceful doves...” 


Cupid paused and I felt the Ethers humming above— 


Like an Era it seem’d before I asked, ““What gets the one who loves 
Love?” 
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His queer collection searched and held 
The cherished gift, unclaimed, rare— 
“This Crown Of Thorns,” he warningly spelled, 


Is what Love Himself gets to wear!” 


“In Life’s glorious gamble, Love is a mysterious pawn, 


Should you lose or victorious rise, same remains the Prize: My Crown 
Of Thorns!” 


It surprised me when I heard what my voice said, 
“All L ask for Cupid, is the Crown that adorns your head!” 


Kamar Sultana Sheik: I am a poet, residing in Bangalore, India. I 
work as a Self-styled life coach. My book of poems, The Golden 
Dawn, a Covid Times release, won the prestigious Poet of the year 
award from Galaxy Foundation. 
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SONNET 52, SAIL INTO ETERNITY 


Waves are crashing in timely succession 
pounding the sands as shorebirds scatter. 

the pelicans soar on flaming wave crests 

tall masted ships moving slowly offshore. 
Seaweed dries near pools in the scorching sun 
lovers sit embracing upon plaid throws 
fishermen cast into a crashing surf 

lighthouse foghorns speak from the outer isle. 
Seagulls gather just before the twilight 

they stand napping upon the rocks and beach. 
Aweigh and adrift in the red sunset 

hoping to sail into eternity. 

Waves are crashing in timely succession 


Now offshore full and bye tracking windward. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: I am a poet, residing in Seminole, Oklahoma, 


USA. I am disabled military and work on my poetry daily. I have 


contributed to various anthologies. I have also published three poetry 
anthologies as a co-editor and have 5 poetry collections at the present 
time. I am a Content Creator on YouTube publishing Poetry Videos 


weekly. 
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I’M NOT YOURS 


You seal my lips 
You zip my mouth 
You shout me down 


But you can’t silence me 


You abuse me 
You beat me 
You jail me 


But you can’t win me 


You slut me 
You rape me 
You kill me 


But you can’t get me 


You be you 
Let me be me 


We are we 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a former 
Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and lives in Chennai 
with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, who believes in “simple 
living, simple thinking’, welcoming enrichers of life like love, 
humour, long walk, the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet 
and avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and superstitions. 
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DREAMS 


Dreams! the primordial instinct in Man 
that stirred a flame out of stones; 

it could trap wind’s music in a flute, 
blast a path through the mountains; 

cull energy from the sea, discern 

the burr of atoms in sphere’s lute. 
Down the river’s interminable journey 
dreams unmasked the cosmos bare, 
threw a cordon on elemental fury, 

cut knowledge down to a pint computer; 
ominous signs foreseen by a mile. 

Is there the other face of dreams? 
Dynamite cradling a snarling projectile? 
ferns strangling the archetypal stream? 


K.S.Subramanian: I am a poet and short story writer living in 
Chennai. I have published two volumes of verse through Writers 
Workshop, Kolkata. I have nine published short stories and also poems 
in several anthologies. ‘Dreams’ got the Asian Age prize. 
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PRESS ON 
When things 
Get rough 

And life 


Gets tough 


And you feel like 
You had enough 
Reach out to 


The Thee Man above 


He is your present help 
In time of need 
Meditate on His Word 


Which is a light on your path and lamp to your feet 


Tell Him what’s in your heart 
Not only on your mind 

You'll find 

That He’s gentle, loving and kind 
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He knows all things 
So be honest and true 
He will 


Gladly help you 


He heard my cry 
Reached out to me 
Broke the chains of bondage 


And set me free 


He removed the old 

Made me new 

There ain’t anything too hard 
For Him to do 

If He did it for me 


He can surely do it for you 


Repent, accept Jesus in your life, 


You'll get reborn 
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And when the storms of life come 
In faith just press on 


Leroy Abrahams: He lives in South Africa, Port Elizabeth, 
Helenvale. He currently works as a Spot Welder at a Motor Industry 
Firm. He has three published books to his credit: ‘Verse en Inspirasie’ 
and ‘Testimony in Poetry’ and ‘In Pursuit of Poetic Perfection’. His 
poetry describes himself and how God has transformed his life. He is 
also a member of a Master Class group of writers as well as Afrikaanse 
Digters. 
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YOU WILL ALWAYS BE MORE THAN 


A memory forgotten, 

a creed internally consisting of only your beliefs, 

nor are you any cause of my occasional self-made misery. 
You are the publisher 

who birthed the framework of our novel. 

We together see 

inside every wonderful custom surprise 


of our ecstasy dreams. 


All we speak of in the night 
are the movements that ornament our dance 


(without the tiles.) 


You will always be more than: 

A test passed, 

nor a great idea that dawned on me, 

not a person someone pointed out to me 


(because my eyes had already embraced you.) 
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You will always be more than 


my one true love, or my whole world. 


You will always be more than... 


Linda Imbler: I am a poet residing in Wichita, Kansas, USA. I am a 
retired teacher. I have contributed to various anthologies. I have six 
published poetry collections and one hybrid collection of short stories 
and linked poetry. The second edition of my very first poetry 
collection, “Big Questions, Little Sleep” was published in July, 2020. 
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YOU ARE ALWAYS THE SAME FOR ME 


You are always the same for me 

You are always the titanic wave inside me 

When I roll you confidentially? 

You creep as the fragrance in my reminiscence 

You spring the melody in my membrane 

You trigger thousand thoughts to my perseverance 
Recently when we met, after a decade 

You look different in your stage 

Years had an impact in your coverage 

But the sparkle in your eyes is the same 

The red blush of cheeks is the same 

The fragrance of jasmine in your wavy hairdo is the same 
You still shy to express your excitement 

And I am the same one, sealing the words of atonement 
Today also with your entrance waves roll 

Spring springs with tune 

Fragrance of you dose me 

But we are the same, 

In search of words to express... 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar Orissa. She 
completed her graduation in English Hons from Sailabala Women’s 
college, Cuttack and post-graduation in English from Ravenshaw 
University, Cuttack. Her fascination for writing came from her 
grandfather and father from an early age. Writing for her is the 
powerful medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her very own 
published books: ‘Rhyme Of Rain’, ‘First Rain’, Tingling Parables’, 
and ‘Rivulet Of Emotions’. 
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FATE 

The eerie silence of the lake 

Stifling breaths choking it rakes 
Devoid of any movement sans breeze 
Stillness of the swing heart freezes 
Reminiscing our hearty laughter 
Vivid images of us together 

Sitting beside each other swinging 


The love songs merrily singing 


Meticulously planning our tomorrows 
Promising joy abandoning thoughts of sorrows 
Never imagined losing you to fate 

Never will I see you even though I hate 
Living alone without you is hard my dear 


The eerie silence of the lake is all I hear 
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Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop Facilitator and 
Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced Life Coach. She conducts 
SuperKoolKids Art Therapy workshops. She resides in Delhi with her 
family. She has managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary 
world by her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual and have a 
Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for National and 
International Anthologies. She is an avid traveller. 
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DEPRESSED HEART 


There’s something that tries to evoke 

A Hundred emotions 

That lie deep within 

In the abyss of my heart 

Unspoken, Unspecified, Pinching, Pouring lava of grief 
Choking, Petrifying, Senses haywire, 

Willing to pour 

Trying to speak out, the words remain stuck on my lips 
Heaviness, loner at heart 

In anticipation of getting judged 

Words choke in my throat 

Keeping mum, I smile 

For the world can’t see the sadness lurking behind 

the saddened eyes 

It’s easy to smile and manoeuvre than speak out 

For people can’t understand what lies inside that kills 
Inch by inch 

Peace and empathy is what we need 

Being consistent and trying to hold on 
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Being strong is the only option we have 
It’s a way to sustain ourselves until the day 
When life might succumb to all its pain 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a poet, writer, editor and a social worker based 
in Kolkata, India. She has got published in various national and 
international anthologies and is regularly featured in popular literary 
magazines and e-zines. As an executive editor of The Impish Lass 
Publishing House Mumbai, she has 5 anthologies to her credit. 
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MY LOVE FOR YOU... 


A shameless, unbridled, passionate feeling zig-zags, 


Looking over the soulful moments, glancing through time, a glimpse 
back, 


Pretending to look away, as the silence smiled and said something, 


In those dreamy, giggly, boisterous minutes, a code for me lay 
embedded, something very soothing, 


An exulting happiness and gratulation at everything and anything, I felt 
as my own, 


When the senses swam and basked in love’s presence known, 
Mere words, sounding like whispers of mine 

Fell short, both in describing love or its magnanimity, define. 

The relationship, had staggered at times, tired and reeling, 

At times happy and affable, without a trace of melancholic feeling. 
Pieces of memories like a jigsaw abound, 

That need to be carefully fitted, lovingly picked up from all around, 
Heartbeats rejoice and thump like a gawky sentimental, 
Oscillating and swinging, like the golden pendulum, 

One second upwards, towards the sky, 

The next second downwards, in an yearning sigh, 


I feel a rush of fresh blood, as I call out your name, 
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Let us say that it is the heart’s frolic, a naughty love’s game, 
Let it all unfold, for all eyes to view, 
As I keep nurturing the feelings, my love for you!!! 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer (writing 
in both Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, lifeskills counsellor, 
healer, she is also a social commentator and works with women and 
children. She is the author of ‘THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER 
LOVE POEMS’. She is the winner of ICON OF THE YEAR- 
LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF 
THE YEAR 2016, and Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for 
Creative Writing. 
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WATERING MEMORIES 


I water my love with memories 

Monsoon drops fail to drench a wistful heart 

I water my love with memories 

Lusty lips succour wetness of your tongue 

Moon washed the sea lies in its embrace 

dry as a pearl in waters deep 

As the shores I await your ever-receding advent 
Moon rises to set, in the light of day 

Yet it doesn't arise every night 

Come, come as the moon at least be there fortnight! 


I water my love with memories 

of the rainbow you made with me 
riding on my desires 

hand in hand we sailed across the clouds 
only to return at morn 

I water my love with such memories 
that go deep within my being 

kindle the fire of hope 

against the dread of distanced times! 


Madhu Sriwastav: She is an academic, writer, poet, translator, and 
reviewer. She writes to express herself about anything that catches her 
fancy and touches a chord. She is based in Kolkata. She has published 
in several International and National anthologies and journals. She is a 


regular GloMag contributor. 
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THE ANATOMY OF ANGER 


Rising from my uterus, 
These fumes of Medusa 
These deprivations of cortex 
Stiffen my limbs, 


keeping my head numb for hours. 


Anger merely isn’t an emotion for me 

but the stomping of feet by a hundred 

and ten witches inside the castle of my 
head and who with a systematic plan go on 


for a rampage or a wild wild hunt 


Robbing it off its poise and grace, 
Ousting floods of testosterone, 
Exploding bombs of adrenaline and 
Fuelling my skin as dangerously as 


a lit canister of gasoline 
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And so, my body severed by 
its toxic emulsions urge the sun in 
it to recline, to lie down for a while 


as if it is splintering over a blue blue river 


And to inhale what is called 
the melody of breath or 
the music of Chopin or 


the the blossoms of Arabian Jasmine 


And to replace the feral influences of mind with the sprouting sky, 
purple flowers, 


pearl sequins, breath, water, poetry and dewdrops. 


Manisha Manhas: Manisha is a Poet residing in Pathankot. She has 
been published in many national and international journals. Writing 
poetry is a cathartic experience for her. 
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TRANSFER... 


Examined my spacious drawing room 

Had a heavy, deep sigh, 

It was tastefully arranged with 

Golden brown screens, dark brown couch 
Artistically carved bronze statues 

Favorite of visitors, loved by me too, 

Checked around, all sophisticated decor, 

Of whole house, dismantled, 

Grandeur lost 

Yes, we were vacating that house, leaving city. 
Shifting to another metropolitan city, 

So many remembrances pinching, 

Why this happens always...! 

Man comes, sets up own world, by the time, 
Bound to leave own world of felicity, 

Has to travel to unknown place, 

None has permanent abode here. 

If deeply involved in present life, 

Becomes victim of extreme pain, disappointment, 
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Everything momentary, immortal fact, 
Yet, indulged, hopeful, forgets cruel fortune, 
We were not the exceptions... 


Manjula Asthana Mahanti: I'm a bilingual, published author, 
translator and editor who has more than six books in both languages to 
my credit along with poems, articles, short stories, etc., in several 
national and international anthologies and books and magazines. I am 
the recipient of Bharat Ratna Atal Behari Bajpayee, laureate 
Rabindranath Tagore, Best Novelist, Woman of Excellence (World 
Survey) and Star Ambassador of World Poetry & Art (International 
awards). 
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A TIRED WOMAN 


My legs synchronized with the clocks arm, 
Fizzy, buzzed brains screaming behind expression calm! 
So many chores, can’t remember the count, 


Yet questioned to give the day’s account! 


Tip tap letters crawl on the screen, 
Drip drip half-done laundry awaits the queen! 
She feeds his prodigy, battered and droused, 


Next meal to be prepared, for the man of the house! 


It’s like a city in the small abode, 

All speaking, shouting, barking on screen or on phone! 
Shutting the noise out, having a few warm sips, 

She just took a few minutes, and the summons came in a jiff! 
Seemed like she reached the enough, 

Ignoring the reminders, responsibilities and calls rough, 

She stared at the stars, felt the cool breeze, 


Seemed like forever when she walked amongst the trees! 
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Her pause gave others a jolt, 


The commands turned to pleads in a bolt! 


“Let me be just for today, I have to breathe,” the tired woman says! 


Mansi Sharma: She is a passionate writer, who sowed seeds and 
watered the plants of writing while basking in the warmth of 
motherhood! A former Officer in a govt. organizational with a degree 
in Management and a literary heart, is now taking baby steps just like 
her baby, towards writing! 
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MILES TO GO 


Every night in my dreams, I walk miles, 
Miles to go before I aglow 

Into your arms that feels like home 
With your soft touch 


You being nonesuch 


I walk to you over the mountains 

Feeling the breeze blowing its freshness in us 
Silently and deeply, with the energy of storms 
Protecting us in its wilderness 

Moving us from the blooms of Spring 


to the fall of Autumn 


The colour of your shirt reminds me of the sea 
We danced with the waves, 

Rhythm of water setting our soul free 

Calm, yet fierce, smooth, yet pierce 

With each wave hitting our feet 

Happiness surrounded in sand's heat 
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Wishing the nights to be longer by every inch of the way 
So being with you could seem real 

Like the trees that whisper in the chilled wind 

That seems like the music from the whispering tree 

The silence of the night, the echo of the sight 

The branches sway hearing birds sing 

Feelings your arms like the spring 


Mehak Gupta Grover: She is the author of three books - THE 
HUMANE QUEST (volume-1, 2, & 3), published by Authorspress, 
New Delhi. She has been bestowed with ‘100 Inspiring Authors of 
India’ award in Kolkata. She has also been honored with the ‘Women 
of Influence 2019’ award presented on women’s day in New Delhi. 
Along with her books, her work has been published in various 
anthologies and she is recipient of various other prizes in poetry 
competitions as well. 


(mehakgrover@ amartex.com) 
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NEW LOVE AND BONDING 


You’re that one shooting star 

That struck me unknowingly 

Though we haven’t met 

It has brought about 

A beautiful feeling of love and trust 

An unstoppable passion 

Awesomely unique I guess 

I soon realised inside of me 

Turning my life upside down 

Don’t know if it’s right or wrong 

But promise to be by my side 

As you are in from the start 

The warmth of the words 

You speak brings in love making me happy 
Gives me the feeling 

To stay in your arms and be there forever 
Where I feel safe and sound 

Every time we speak 

Some kind of emotions pops up out of nowhere 
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Though I hide my feelings it feels good to be with you 
You’re amazingly wonderful 

Hope our lives stay this way forever 

Love me always for who I am and love me true 

That’s all I want from you until my last breath 


Merlyn Alexander: I’m a poet and author residing in Nagercoil, South 
India. I’m a housewife. I have contributed to many anthologies. I have 
also published 3 Haiku books in English, 3 Haiku books in Tamil, and 
1 Anthology of Poems in English. 
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VIRUS IN THE AIR, SPASMS IN MY BACK 


There’s a virus in the air, but I can’t see it. 
People are dying around me, but I can’t save them. 
There are spikes pierced in my back, 

spasms, but I can’t touch them. 

Heartbeats, hell pulsating, my back muscles, 

I covet in my prayers. 

I turn right to the left, in my bed, then hang still. 
Nails impaled, I bleed hourly, 

Jesus on that cross. 

Now 73 years of age, my half-sister 92, 

told me, “getting old isn’t for sissies.” 

I didn’t believe her— 

until the first mimic words 

out of “Kipper” my new parakeet’s mouth, 
sitting in his cage alone were 


“Daddy, it’s not easy being green.” 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He is a dual citizen of the United States and 
Canada. Today, he is a poet, freelance writer, amateur photographer, 
and small business owner in Itasca, DuPage County, Illinois. Mr. 
Johnson is published in more than 1098 new publications, and his 
poems have appeared in 40 countries. He edits and publishes ten 
poetry sites. Michael Lee Johnson has been nominated for 2 Pushcart 
Prize awards poetry 2015/1 Best of the Net 2016/2 Best of the Net 
2017, 2 Best of the Net 2018. Two hundred and seventeen poetry 
videos are now on YouTube. 
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MY ROOMMATE 


I still miss my roommate of my college days, 
He was from a place called Wahingdoh, Meghalaya, 
And he used to sing quite well, strumming his guitar, 


He learnt few basic bengali words and when he used to converse in 
bengali, 


His uttering of words had a sweet accent, soft, rhythmic, 


Sometimes, on holidays, sitting on the terrace of our hostel, with the 
sun on our backs, 


We would listen to his songs, 

Mostly western ones, 

Some khashi songs too, 

And after every song, he would bow, 

As if he was performing on stage, 

And we would appreciate his performance 


By long appalause. 
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Moinak Dutta: I am a poet and novelist, residing at Kolkata. I work as 
a teacher. I have contributed to various national and international 
anthologies. I have got two published fictions to my credit. My third 
fiction will be published soon. I have worked as editor of several 
anthologies. 
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The cry I hear, with utmost fear 
Of losing the last of you, 

Gets louder and louder 

Like the pouring with thunder, 
While I try to hold the pieces, 


Just a few! 


My soul burns with the naked truth, 
That I’m going to be forever alone. 
Oh! Dear child! I mourn for you now 
As I seem to really have grown! 
Grown and have lost the last of you, 
Who could love, laugh and hope. 
Life’s tragedy had another side 


Where we both could always elope. 


My dearest inner child, I'll always miss you 
Though I can’t call you back. 
As harsh as it can get, but the truth is 


Courage is what I lack. 
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Of not being a grown up 

And always imagine, 

That this world is a simple place 
For a child to begin! 


Nazia Islam: I am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, Bangladesh. 
As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, my dream is to make a 
difference in the world by shaping the minds of the future generation. I 
write out of passion and sometimes, out of whim. I love nature, books 
and simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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DEAR MAMA 


In memory of my Grandma, Jenny Ukachi Osuoha 
Years move, we think of you 
Decades go, still unforgettable 


Times to come, we wish you were home. 


Dear Mama 
We wonder how long 
When we would see you again 


Though you rest under God's wings. 


So we know you are good 
Great and better in heaven 


Smiling down, looking, watching. 


Dear Mama 
Heaven is peaceful, stay 
Paradise is blissful, enjoy 


Rest, keep resting with God. 
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The world is painful 

Full of thorns and pains 

Fiercely piercing angels 

Up there, you boom 

Blooming, teeming green and young 


Blossoming forth and fair. 


Rejoice and pray for us 
Merry, and stay safe forever 
Dear Mama, we love you eternally. 


Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: I am a poet/writer/thinker residing in Nigeria. I 
currently enjoy my work as a writer. I have contributed to over forty 
international anthologies. I have also published three poetry books and 
co-authored one, and published over two hundred and _ fifty 
poems/articles in over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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THE ROAD...! 


Often flooded with the rage of mountains, 
A carpet of rocks went peeled off, 

Dry and dusky chest waited to get wet, 
By the rivers and its saplings, 

Tiny but furious descending streams... 
Swollen with the melancholy 


that the weeping sky had poured. 


Let me take you to that road, 

Once I left without seeing back with any hope, 
And the dawn was melting silently 

Like us with locked lips and damp eyes, 

Silent like our hearts and our moans...! 


It was the moment of our departing souls. 


It had taken all the loads, 
Me and my backpack on that road, 


Laden with memories and little fooleries, 
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I kept walking with promises in my every step, 


One day to draw the curves of it in my words. 


It was the path that goes towards you, 
With lots of dry and dusky shades of past, 
Now it has become a monochrome, 

A road that was full of tears of my dawn 
The fallen dews 


Nitusmita Saikia: By profession, an instructor in National Cadet Core, 
India, Nitusmita Saikia is a keen worshiper of literature. She is 
working presently in Jorhat, Assam, India. She writes in both English 
and own regional language (Assamese). Being active in various online 
Poetry groups and blogs, she has been writing for several E- 
Magazines. With these, her poems have been published in various 
poetry anthologies National and International. 
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ON A HIGH 

Syringes of cacti prick into the consciousness 
and sounds choke themselves into silence 
Snakes of ivy slither over the cranial walls 


and scenes flash inside my eyelids like a tapestry of musical notes 


Logic and reason melt under the intense heat 


and thoughts and memories are laid bare 


Walls of void enclose me 


Unable to breach the surface 


I am stuck at the core, torn in two diverging directions 


I wait and wait for the collapse 


to finally be free 


Nivedita Karthik: I am a poet residing in Gurgaon, Haryana, India. I 
work as a reviewer/quality controller in the publishing industry. I have 
been previously published in Glomag, Society of Classical Poets, 
Visual Verse, The Epoch Times and Eskimo Pie Literary Magazine, 


and my blog posts can be found at https://www.justrandomwithnk.com 
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COLOURS 


The azure blue of the sky, the ocean 

and the soft blue of heavens and your eyes 
When I am happy and honest, paint me blue 
I am the cool purple of nobility 

the pride and grandeur of lineage 

paint me royal purple 

I am the deep jewel red 

of fire and blood, warm, caring 

loving and passionate and emotion 

paint me red, a ruby red 

Green blades of grass, pretty garden snake 
My moods so bright and cheery 

Emeralds and jade eyes and jewellery, 
Paint me a beautiful verdant green 
Tropical sun kissed oranges, tangerines 
Like the sun, vibrant orange 

Golden spread of a field of sunflowers 
sunny smile spreads warmth 
paint me yellow, like a daffodil. 
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Colours of love, joy, hope and birth 
spread a rainbow over the earth. 


Padmini Rambhatla: I am a poet residing in Chennai, India. I work as 
a high school English teacher. I have contributed on many occasions to 
an online poetry forum. I have not yet published any novels but have in 
mind to do so in future. I recently learned the art of multitasking as the 
current situation demanded, as a homemaker, mother and teacher. 
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Many a times, 

I am quiet in the face 

Of your love and its kindness; 
Of the thousand words, gestures 


That take me to heaven... 


In my shy silence, 


That risks articulating nothing, 


Might I heave a sigh on your neck 


Or bury my bosom deeper into yours 


Or let my arms go tighter around you 


As I drown feeling you, your words 


Without uttering a word, my love, 
For they'd go astray in translation 


Lest I try to express what I feel... 


If not now, I will let you know 
In my own way 
How deeply I love you 


And I live for times like this 
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But for now 
Let me drown in your love. 


Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession. Sometimes 
it helps to know that we are all fighting secret battles and we are not 
the only ones in pain. I love to observe human relationships and 
nothing inspires my writing more. Thus, the dominating theme of all 
my writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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LOVE AND AFTER 


She searches herself in him, 
he in her, only the two can join. 
Thoughts on wings, words mute. 


Hearts swing, oneness they feel. 


The sea and the desert never meet, 

that is when love turns out to be a crime. 
Grief entombs dreams 

all nine doors of hell shift to the earth 
also the trees with swords as leaves, 

life ahead difficult. 

Soon they become 


the accused, judge, executioners. 


Sinners turn mourners 
raise RIP epitaph 
over their mortal remains 


long after the invincible souls transcend, 
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their infinity scoffs at mankind 
from higher echelons. 


Notes: In Paradise Lost, Milton depicts hell as having nine doors. In 
‘Vyasa Mahabharatha,’ Yudishtira dreams of hell having trees with 
swords as leaves. 


RIP — Requiescat in pace. 


Pankajam: She retired from BHEL as DM/Finance and is a bilingual 
poet and novelist settled at Chennai, India. In addition to several 
poems, book reviews and articles published in national and 
international journals, she has twenty-two books to her credit, 
including thirteen books of poems, a translated poetry collection in 
French and three fictions in English. Three books on literary criticism 
feature her works in detail. A book titled “Poetic Oeuvre of K 
Pankajam” is due shortly. She has won many awards for poems and 
short stories including Rock Pebbles National Literary Award 2019. 
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WHAT IS LOVE? 


What is love, I do not know. 

But in an emotion, I am smitten so, 

From early childhood till now. 

Is it action or an empty vow? 

The running to Ma with a medal in hand. 

Or listening to my father’s stories of different lands. 

Sharing secrets with friends, having total trust. 

Or giggling to silly jokes with them, which was a must. 
After growing up, never heard a love song from my dear one. 
But he will do anything for me under the Sun. 

My child hugging me and cupping my face. 

An overwhelming feeling towards her, no competition or race. 
I feel happy to see my siblings going forward in life. 


A peaceful feeling and no strife. 


What is love, I do not know. 

Is it dancing around trees with great pomp and show? 

Never remember sitting with my dear one for hours with starry eyes. 
But have always felt comfortable with his positive vibes. 
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Many a times a stranger has become a good friend. 
Journeys of trust and faith, which have no end. 

Or sometimes have immersed myself in my passion. 
Not caring about style or fashion. 

Writing and painting day after day. 

Totally in a trance the whole day. 

Gradually the meaning of love is seeping in. 

Its caring and sharing and the ‘friendship wins’. 


Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: I am a scientist by education, 
educationist by profession and poet by passion. I have six published 
books. My poems have been widely published in India and abroad. 
Some poems have been translated into 36 languages. I am blessed to 
have received numerous international and national awards. I am the 
Founder President of the Intercultural Poetry and Performance Library 
Mumbai Chapter. I live in Mumbai, India. 
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I sleep like Kumbakarna 

peace no dreams 

drums cannot wake me 

Pipes and Timbrels only soothe me 
I sleep unmindful of the earthquake. 
Is it a blessing 

a thief may enter my bedroom 
leave me penniless 

a woman may enter my bed 

sleep until morn 

leave unnoticed. 

may be some other things too 

I sleep like Kumbakarna 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three published volumes 
of Poetry, namely, Norwich Musings; Fire courts Water; and Neem 
Gita. He is a playwright with twelve plays, published and performed. 
He is an Autism Advocate and Pioneer in the realm of Drama for 
Autism. He is the Chairman of VELVI www.velvi.org 
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THE LONELINESS OF A HOUSE PLANT 


Above me one fish moves downward 


over my head a summer returned. 


Light through windows warms the floor, 


the air. 


I can’t flower. 
Isolated in a pot. 
My owner head in her hand, 


A cold winter 


She can't receive my nutrients. 
When she moves her air 


lifts my leaves, her voice excites. 


She swabs dust from my leaves. 

Waters me just enough not to drown. 

She opens a window and I am sensitive 

to outside gusts with messages I can’t decipher. 
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When she laughs my leaves lift 
makes them upward fish 
and my buds ready to open. 


Paul Brookes: I am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. I work 
as shop assistant. I have contributed to various anthologies. I have also 
published five poetry books. Forthcoming is another poetry collection 
called Ghost Holiday (Alien Buddha Press). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit. 
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HO! THE SUMMER HAS COME 


The wind carries the scent of smiling flowers 
Head turned up with the sun’s rays 
The sun casting a spell 


Making flowers sprint up in glee 


The sunflowers amidst the jade green grass park 
Remind me of the delightful summer 
Fascinatingly pulling my soul 


To roam free and bask in the nature’s trove 


Apricot bushes and climbing beans creeper, 
The lovely red tomatoes and orange musk melons 


Fill the farm in hues of dusk the sunset 


Oh gaily my spirit moves yonder 
Oh gaily I enjoy in wonder 
Waiting for dawn I wake up soon 


To bask in the beguiling wondrous view 
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Let’s walk again ho! Summer has come 
Let’s walk together ho! The summer has come 


Pooja Suresh: Hello! I am Pooja Suresh, an upcoming Carnatic music 
vocalist and I perform concerts along with my sister. We sing as vocal 
duets and I also play the instrument Veena. I started writing as a 
hobby, and now, take part in various writing prompts and programs. I 
also recently completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting myself a goal 
of 10000 words and received an honorable mention for one of my 
poems on togetherness written for On Fire Cultural Movement. I aspire 
to write more and read more. 
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OCTOPUS DIARIES 
From the page that accidentally fell off from the golden book... 


Dear Coward, 


I'm sorry you fail... 

You miserably fail to realise 

That you actually lost... 

And that ugly scorn on your face 

That emits dominance 

Is but futile... 

I pity the instinct in you that preaches cruelty... 

Dear inhabitant, 

Do you realize that the fear in you is breeding your cruelty? 
Ah! Now that wry smirk on the mention of fear!! 

Pathetic that you fail to realise that you killed because you feared... 
You feared the voice- 

And the dormant surge within. 

The wave that you thought would drown you. 
But do you hear the sirens of silence? 

Yes. 
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The silence that you seek to create 
The silence that your comrades say, is your mission... 
The mighty silence that’s prepared to echo louder! 
And I doubt your preparedness for its intensity. 
Fellow dweller, 

Be prepared 

The trumpets of tomorrow blow high- 

You may remain and all of us may have left, 

But the silence that you run for 

Will haunt you... 

And I’m sorry 


Will kill you. 


From the Octopus that has outlived the earth. 


Prabha Prakash: I am a poet residing in Kochi, Kerala. I am a 
Chartered Accountant and work as Senior Auditor at EY. My first 
poetry anthology “Lost Monsoon’ has been published by Writers 
Workshop Kolkata. I have been selected for the Reuel International 


Poetry Prize 2019. 
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EVER SINCE YOU LEFT 


Ever since you left 
summers, springs and autumns 
have become so still 

touch that you planted 
remain coiled in 

But someday we might meet 
—meet again as strangers 
strangers with all secrets 
when promises 

have melted in us 

when the nubile night 

loses its chastity 

we'll let our bodies 


have each other 


This time I hope, 
history doesn’t repeat 


when I hold you close 
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I don’t find her traces 
but everything of me. 


Pragya Sharma: | am a poet residing in Muzaffarnagar, India. I’m an 
engineering student. I have contributed to a monthly online 
poetry/prose magazine. 


176 


TWO SHADES OF LIFE 
1. Death 

I shuttle 

in between two passionate 


Deaths, 


One at the bus stop, where I wait for the beloved evening. 


She comes and passes away. 


Another death awaits for me at home in the night, with whom I pass 
away 


while dawning with the night! 
2. Life 

Mourning is a dead man’s song 
I won’t sing. 


I am life, lovely, fresh, blossomed. 


I can fly, I have wings 
I can feel, I have heart 


I can see dream, I have eyes. 
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I do flow, murmur 

I do fly, flutter 

Ihave wounds, blood oozes out 
of my veins. 


Prahallad Satpathy: Dr. Prahallad Kumar Satapathy, who hails from 
Odisha (India), is a bilingual poet writing both in Odia and English. He 
is a retired Associate Professor of Economics. To his credit, he has 
four published anthologies in Odia language. His poems are published 
in many national and international journals. Twice he has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as an honorary member. 
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When I am in a somnolent state, 

Someone talks to me, 

My inner voice, 

A part of my mind?! 

Or just my memories gelling together, 

I know not with clarity, 

Just when I want to put pen to paper, 

The jabbering becomes mute, 

Try hard as I may, 

They scatter in the recesses of my mind, 

Dark unlit abysses, 

Where I venture not, 

Who knows which ghosts shall overpower me?! 
Waiting to gather moral strength, 

Waiting for fire from Prometheus, 

To arm myself to venture into the dark, deep, world, 
With courage and conviction 

To free myself from fear itself, 

Once free, I should help out others... 


As is said, Don’t hide your light under a bushel! 
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Pratima Apte: I am an English Honours Graduate of Delhi University. 
I love writing poetry and short stories. 1 am a homemaker. I reside in 
Pune, Maharashtra, India. 
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IN SEARCH OF 


The one who pretends to be wise 
Wanders temples to jungles 
Mountains to caves 

In search of the divine 

The one on the path of wisdom 
Finds Him within 

And in the smile of his fellow beings 
Each and every moment 

He sings to the tune of his soul 
Dances with the divine 

The heavenly fragrance of love 
Spreads in and around. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration from 
nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on love, life, 
compassion, happiness, human relations, nature’s beauty, etc. At a 
very young age he developed his writing skills, published poems in 
various anthologies and periodicals and received many awards of 
excellence. He was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. 
Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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LET US SING 


Standing lonely in the sky 

I want to sing beyond 

Beyond there, where my song reaches. 

I want to fly beyond 

Beyond there, where my wings rest forever. 
All my words swirl and swim 

And vanish in the mist of the blues. 

My dreams take flight 

Under the harvest moon and bright stars. 
Sadness cannot drown me in pain. 

I buried my loneliness in the depth of moonlight. 
Let the sorrows and grief drown forever. 
Forget today and live for tomorrow 

Begin a new life with hope anew, 

Wash away the wounds! 

Life is a mixture of pain and pleasure, 
Love and hatred. 


Let us forget everything 
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Celebrate every single moment 
Till our death. 


Preety Bora: Hailing from a beautiful state ‘Assam’ (India), the 
poetess, Mrs. Preety Bora started writing from her college days. She 
lives in a city called Golaghat with her family. Nature inspires her to 
write poetry. She writes in both languages: in English and in Assamese 
(her mother tongue). Her poems have been published in various 
anthologies and magazines in India and in foreign countries. 
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TO BOSS 


wherever boss is 

there must an unending lawn 

to roll in all legs in the air 

grunting away without being conscious of it 
hundreds upon hundreds of balls 

to fetch and toss 

and sticks to worry and random 

tidbits to pick up and eat 

and cats to chase (for dog 

heaven is cat hell) 

and loved ones ringing doorbells 

for him to wake from slumber 

and leap and tumble and bark in joy 

and shoes and cushions and teddies 

to chew on without mum despairing 

and an endless supply of sweets (oh 

he had a sweet tooth) 

and car rides with his head out of the window 
with the breeze on his tongue 
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and a balcony to laze in and bark his head 


off at enemies real and imaginary 


wherever you are boss I am not 
but my tears will get me there soon 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: I am a writer residing in Thane, India. I 
work as a freelance copywriter. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I have also published poems in many magazines and 
poetry anthologies. I was felicitated at Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 
for writing poems in 11 different languages. 
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RAT 


Silent hide amidst plastics 
and food particles, your bits and bites 
and parcels of valuables, 


you are reigning king for the day; 


until a repulsive smell or chance look, 
sound of utensils, tumbling 
from corner to corner, 


catch the note of wary eyes 


of the mistress of the house 
chasing, holding her breath, 
rat equally agile in slipping 


and climbing atop the cupboard, 


by the time you search 

for a stick long or small 

a mystery shrouds in and around 
whereabouts of the nuisance; 
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preventive rat nets or barbed wire 
your immediate search for the 
avoidance of these pets, your comfort 
or necessity for your home. 


Radhamani Sarma: She is a student of Ethiraj college, Chennai. She 
specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her doctoral thesis from the 
University of Madras. She obtained PGDTE from CIEFL from 
Hyderabad. She served in Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired 
professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience. She has 
published four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer and critic. 
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GANGA AT KASHI 


Warm, yellow, early 

sun rays on 

steps of stone, 

Cold, turquoise, early 

Ganga water; 

early, sleepy echoes all around; 
L 

alone, 

not lonely, 


daily drifting, quite out of the river. 


Vermilion, late, reflected, warm, green: 
Stone steps, water, temples, river, air, 
later, resting echoes all around; 

I, 

between 

stone and water 


that looks foul yet is fair. 


188 


Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger born and 
brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of PPP E-zine, a poetry 
e-zine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics and aesthetic pleasure. 


https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com 
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CATHARSIS 


When the sky-high chimneys of the factories, 
Spewed venom in form of toxic gases; 

Or, the countless vehicles plying on the roads, 
Fouled the air with the deadly carbon traces; 
When the farmers burnt the remnants of harvested 
Crops, and clouds were formed of a vicious nature; 
When the people fretted and fumed with rage, 
And were forced to inhale the particulate matter; 
Most of the natural sinks vanished fast, 

By cutting the trees, our valued treasure; 

When life began to deteriorate raising alarms, 


And adorned herself with hellish features; 


The bounty came in the form of raindrops, 

Washing the dirt of all kinds in a jiffy; 

It came as a purifier of great magnitude, 

And cleansed the earth to make her pretty; 

Purging the human souls of all sins, the 

Cathartic rains accomplished the job with rare fortitude. 
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Rakesh Chandra: Mr Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil servant. He is 
currently pursuing his PhD in Law from Lucknow University. He has 
two published collections of poems, titled ‘Moon is Black’ and ‘Circle 
Of Life’. He also has one collection of Hindi poems. His English 
poems have found place in different poetry journals and newspaper 
literary supplements. He has also authored two books on Law. 
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YOUR MEMORIES 
I have hidden 

Your memories 

Deep within the pores 


Of my life. 


But they keep emerging..... 

In soft love 

In brittle anger 

In the smell of rain 

In the footsteps of a lonely night 
In the whisper on a crowded train 
In the song on a stranger’s lips 


In the taste of unshed tears 


Your memories are the reason 
I live 
Without them 


I would merely exist. 
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Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a narcissist by 
obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost as many awards and 
translations into several Indian and foreign languages. A popular 
storyteller and mentor, he is working as Chief of Communications, 
Rourkela Steel Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and 
his website is www.ramendra.in 
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BROKEN ACCENTS 
Like the ghost in Hamlet, 
many apparitions appear 

in the midnight of injustice 
with their dark stories— 

For them the earth is only 


a meaningless revolving planet! 


Images of men 
restless within their 
identity by descent; 
deemed impure, 
less than human, 


in our feudal history. 


Images of women— 
Victims of traumatic truths, 
violated and torn apart, 
walk with panicked breaths 
and broken accents! 
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Defeated and deflated with 

the burden of repercussions: 
Birds with broken wings 
surviving in the chilly clime 

in the dread of winter! 

Is there hope for a new horizon? 


Ranjana Sharan Sinha: I am a poet-author-critic and professor of 
English. My poems, short stories, articles and research papers have 
been widely published at national and international levels. I am the 
recipient of many awards for my contribution to literature including 
commendation from the former President of India, A.P.J. Abdul Kalam 
for my poem. I have authored and published 8 books in different 
genres and 50 research papers. 
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MAY THE FIRE IN ME NEVER BURN OUT 


True, these are drab and dreadful days 
Corona days, lockdown days; doused by day’s fire 
You want to end such listlessness and quietly retire 


In the night; but nights too are deeply dreary in all ways! 


You are afraid that your passion for life will burn out 
Within you; this forced house arrest is depressing 
You don’t go out; you need to ‘maintain’ social distancing 


You feel the seeds of indolence sown in you will soon sprout! 


Blame it on virus, on some glutton’s reckless indulgence 
To consume what should not have been consumed. 
News of death and spread of pandemic has set the decadence 


Rumours are thick and strong; emotions get fumed. 


If not cultivated and nurtured, fire in me might burn out 

Fire to live, fire to laugh, fire to involve in all things 

And fear to lose the tune; thankfully, I don’t believe in shutout 
Let me rekindle the cinders within, those undying inner springs. 
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My nocturnal bird within will not sing a song of despair 

My ember will not allow even rains to douse my inner flame 
Such is the fire of life, such the undying spirit that resides here 
Mocking at adversity or call it by any other queer name! 


Ravi Ranganathan: Ravi Ranganathan is a writer, critic and a poet 
from Chennai. He is also a retired banker. He has to his credit three 
books of poems entitled ‘Lyrics of Life’ and ‘Blade of Green Grass’ 
and ‘Of Cloudless Climes’. He revels in writing his thought-provoking 
short poems called ‘Myku’. He writes regularly for several 
anthologies. His awards include recognition in ‘Poiesis Award for 
Excellence’ of Poiesisonline, Sahitya Gaurav award by Literati 
Cosmos Society, Mathura and ‘Master of Creative Impulse’ award by 
Philosophyque Poetica. 


197 


UNEVEN LANDINGS 


My words are hostile messengers 

Eaglets trying out their wings for the maiden flight 
They hover on one leg at the edge of the eyrie 
wondering if the air will be trickier 

Once I click the send tab 

they valiantly flutter 

carried less by their reluctant wings 

and more by the vagrant breeze and my prayer 
that they may reach the way I send them 


fully clothed, warm and carrying my ether 


but fraught with misgivings, with guilt, with real bemusement 
they wither on their way to you 

failing to thrive in the atmosphere of confusion 

knocking the wind out from their sails 

Not really relishing the indifference 

they are forced to display with conviction 

for they have been to your place before 

and know you the way I do 
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and that you want them to discard their diffidence 
and dance the dance of the seven falling veils 

No wonder then 

that my messages never reach anywhere. 


Reena R: Her poems have been published in several national and 
international journals and anthologies. She is also the Destiny Poets 
UK’s Poet Of The Year for 2014 and one of the editors of The 
Significant Anthology released in July 2015. She was adjudged second 
in the ‘World Union Of Poets’ poetry competition, 2016 and won an 
award for poetry in the 2016 ‘As You Like It International Poetry 
Contest,’ commemorating the 400th anniversary of Shakespeare. She 
won the Reuel International Prize for poetry, 2018. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE IN INDIA 


gymnasticating across Ahmedabad rooftops, 
five long-tailed langur holy warriors 
dressed in gray 


orchestrate a deliriously intoxicated street wedding procession 


below, parading greenwhite Christmas cars 

and Amitabh Bachchan mud flapping rickshaws line the streets, 
while gushing rainbows of multicolor roses and 

streaming orangeyellowwhite callalilies 

explode flamboyantly, serenaded by a 

cacophony of tubas and dhols with 

bamboo wooden sticks beating, 

and greenscarlet saried women 

dance in effervescent Hindu-Horah Sufi circles, 

oblivious to the tubby paan chewing street peddlers 


flailing week old squash and green oranges 


here all across this vast mad subcontinent 


so ecstatic and undaunted, 
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Mother India again pauses tonight, converges, 
then unanimously exhales 

signifying another rebirth, 

as a grateful planet heartens: “shabash! shabash!” 


Robert Feldman: Inspired by members of my hometown Paterson’s 
(New Jersey) literary tradition, most notably Allen Ginsberg and 
William Carlos Williams, I continue to write/publish/present my work 
(most recently ‘Hineni’; ‘Sunflowers, Sutras, Wheatfields and other 
ArtPoems’), make fire paintings, and play tabla. 
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YOUR WAIT 
So close and yet so far 
When the distance 
Keeps us so apart 

But we still feel 

As if we are together 
Feeling crazy 


In love and close! 


We live together in our 
Dreams and thoughts, 

In the same way 

In our hearts until fate 
Finally brings us together 


Physically forever! 


The wait is worth it 


When I will get to you 


For sure and very soon 
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To make our dreams 
Come true! 


Romeo della Valle: I was born in a beautiful island named Quisqueya 
or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents, and came to 
America very young with a goal, mainly, to succeed in life and be 
happy. I am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: “To spread my 
message of Love and Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can 
touch a single soul in the World, then I would gladly die leaving my 
clear footprints behind! 
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AN UMBRELLA FOR FEW OCCASIONS 


button activated 


at the base 


hung upside down 


like a sleeping 


black bat 


by the front door 


an umbrella 


for few occasions 


more bit actor 


than practical constant 


what a way 


to spend your time 


while the sleeveless 
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party girl sun 
is out on the 
town. 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author residing in 
Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada, with his wife and many bears that rifle 
through his garbage. His work can be found both in print and online in 
such places as Evergreen Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, 
The Poet Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. 
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WHEN THE RAIN CEASES 


The surroundings got awakened with the rays of twilight 
Twittering of birds is heard behind the leaves 
That are bright and green— 
The trees have just bathed in rain 
As some little drops are still on them 
Dust in the air got washed down 


And rays of sun spread away from horizon above. 


When an unrest ceases or gets resolved 

It brings the pleasure around, 

And initiates the prevalence of peace, 

Want of certainty emerges no longer— 

As the jolly human faces reveal 

The dawn awaiting behind the darkness, comes out 
And enlightens the earth that we love. 


Saikat Gupta Majumdar: I am an amateur poet. I reside in Kolkata. I 
work in a private organisation in ‘Accounts Division’ My hobby is 
writing poems, rhymes, and captions both in English and Bengali. My 
English poems have got published in various online magazines so far. I 
have obtained a certificate from one of them also. I wish to get 
established as a Poet. 
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HUNGER 


They put cockroaches into my food 

I posted them on Facebook 

And Instagram; then it became viral. 
They started to root out a community 
Irradiate the ruins of history! Instead, 
Erected new faces and statues 

I tried to bring it out to the world 
They’ ve broken my food plate 

And imposed sanctions on me 

They put handcuffs on my hand 

They removed the ribbon that was 
Tied around the eyes of 

The goddess of justice, 

And tied my mouth with that. 

They poured black oil into those eyes. 
Sitting in the peaks of a black day 
While I was trying to rise my locked hands 
And chant by my tied mouth, 

I was struggling to shout... 
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I’m hungry... hungry for freedom 
“Azaadi’... “Azaadi” 


Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): He is a freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as an Admin Manager. He 
writes short stories, poems and travelogues in various regional 
language magazines (Malayalam), periodicals with a pen name as 
‘Saleem Kattuchola’, and used to write English poems and articles in 
International magazines and newspapers. 
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GREYSCALE 

Good or Evil? Better or Worse? 
Or is it simply in between? 

For Evil too has its own pros, 


Which oft remain yet to be seen. 


Is the world truly Black and White, 
Or is that simply in our minds? 
For all we know, it might even be Grey; 


A thought we often leave behind. 


It is all a matter of perspective; 
A balance between White and Black, 
For each has both Good and Bad in them, 


Neither quality does one lack. 


We cannot decide what is Good or Bad, 

So it is best to leave it untrailed, 

For it cannot be asked, whether Black or White 
When the entire world is in Greyscale... 
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Samixa Bajaj: I am a fifteen-year-old poetess residing in Guwahati, 
India. I am a student of Class 10. I am a regular contributor to GloMag 
and also have had my work published in the annual school magazine. I 
hope to be able to pen even better verses in the days to come. 


210 


NOT JUST ANOTHER WOMAN 


I look into her eyes and see stars twinkling in their turquoise depths 


Stars she’s embellished with memories that once made her heart sing 
to the melodies of Autumn 


Today she looks at them in the phosphorescent twinkle of those distant 
stars 


Coz that’s how she loves them - beautiful but far away, in a safe haven 


She’s a woman who’s walked through the blinding alleyways of Hell 
Stepping upon pools of her own sanguine trails 
And yet, you will see that warm smile on her radiant face 


For, she isn’t your ordinary girl who would dream of Princes and fairy 
tales 


She’s the woman who’s conquered pain 


That she now wears as a tiara of diamonds over her bronze tresses... 


Her smile, her glance - they have an alchemy about them 

For, in her own way, she knows how to spin beauty from the broken 
She’s a woman who’s seen it all, braved it all 

And still continues to defy the odds with her wild, frenzied passion 


The flame that dances over those turquoise depths 
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She is both fire and ice 
And you will crave the burn, fear the cold 
For, she’s not just another woman... 


Samrudhi Dash: I am a poet, novelist, editor and motivational 
speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. Along with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international e-zines and 
magazines, I have published till date five solo poetry anthologies and 
three novels and conceptualised and edited four anthologies of 
different genres. I write under the pseudonym “Inara”. My recently 
published third novel ‘Letters from A Stranger - A Life Changing 
Map’ has made it to the Amazon Bestseller List. 
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THEY ARE LIKE US 


You always ask, 

why she is not like her sisters? 

Why his brothers are not as he! 

But did they ever want to know 

“Why you are different? Why not like me?” 
Aren’t they the blessed ones 

Who embrace Radha in Mohan. 

Aren’t they like you and like me 

Can’t you find in them Shiva with Shakti? 
So what if they are kinnar or a kinnari 
Here with love Purush lives in Prakriti. 
Before you spit your venomous words 
Hold your tongue and remember 

They are also humans, like us. 


Sanhita Sinha: Sanhita Sinha, native of Tripura, is a teacher and a 
bilingual poet. Her poems have been published in different prestigious 
national and international anthologies, journals and magazines. Apart 
from writing, as an elocutionist and as an actor, she is actively engaged 
in cultural activities. Along with stage, she is a regular artist of 
television and radio too. 
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THE ANCIENT BANYAN TREE 


Far away from insane chaos of beleagured humanity 


stands a Banyan tree, tall, ancient and sturdy, birds flock to it to 
quench their thirst from the terracota pitcher, 


broken into half and filled with water, hanging from its solid branch. 


Thirst quenched, the twitterati bursts into a string of chirps, flying 
away, happy, becoming a part of the parade of the clouds, aquiver with 
an undiluted gaiety. 


Down below on the cemented square, sits the chatterati of different 
ages, discussing the latest gossip, sipping sugary tea to sweeten the 
sourness of life. 


As night falls, the gentle whisperings of crickets are heard, and a 
sudden chirp of a startled bird mingles with an owl's hoot. 


And life goes on with a novel vigour under the ancient Banyan tree. 


Santosh Bakaya: I am an academic, poet, novelist, essayist, 
biographer, and TEDx Speaker, critically acclaimed for my poetic 
Biography of Mahatma Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. My latest books are a 
biography of Martin Luther King Jr, and the award-winning long 
narrative poem, ‘Oh Hark!’ 
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SUPPORT 

With the touch of the first rain, 

Plants come to life again! 

As though they were brought from a death grip 
Now, are taking a new trip, 

Higher than the highest they were 

Now with success they are so eager 


To perform better and better 


Oh with the winds, here and there they sway 
Nothing can uproot them from their bay 
Their foundation strong, Their aspirations long 


Their hopes steadfast, To live their life to last 


Doesn’t this say much about life? 

For all that we strive 

And fail 

We go on a downward trail 

But with the gentle hand of a loved one 
Life starts shining like the sun. 
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Sara Bubber: Sara Bubber is a PhD student of Human Development 
and Family Studies. She is the Host of GLOW Heartfulness webinars 
for women. She loves telling stories and writing poems! She is a young 
spiritual student who believes everyone can spare love for everyone! 
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LIVE ON... 


There is a world within her tiny heart which keeps on beating to keep 
her alive, hale and hearty, 


There is a bagful of sadness behind her smiling face which she keeps 
in her heart 


never to let others be upset! 
There are times her tears flow like waterfall 


but she turns to the brighter side and dries up her tears in the warmth of 
the glowing sun and try to keep a bold front with faith holding on to 
His mighty hands! 


She keeps looking at the red roses and says in a soft tone 
their lives are too short 

but they keep giving fragrance 

till they wither away 

and smiles to herself 

I should be like these red roses 

never to feel low and down 


There are times she looks back savouring the happy memories and say 
this too shall pass, with gratitude to Him, kneeling down, holding her 
head high saying nothing should break me down as I am a child of 
unbendable faith! 


She smiles, a hearty smile, and humming a song she walks under the 
moonlight 
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and sits down with a paper and pen 
to write few verses from her heart 
Saying goodnight to the red roses 
she enters her dreamland of beautiful 
fairies singing lullabies! 


Sarala Balachandran: I reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with my 
family. My poems have been published in national and international 
anthologies. I am a contributing poet for Different Truths. I write free 
verses. 
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PHASE SHIFT 


Lyrics have more sting in a crisis 


heart craving extra oomph 


Pll weep with you for us and this 
but only while the moment’s passing 
because promises of beauty still 


hold ships afloat from the far side 


Mourning doves herald the light 


wear your secrets close to skin 


Pll sing with you through thick and thin 
babble across the darkest chasm 


Scott Thomas Outlar: I am an author residing in Atlanta, Georgia, 
USA. I have published six collections of poetry. More about my work 
can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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SOUNDS OF STILLNESS 


In a cavern of stillness 
There seemed to be sounds 
Resounding from the bowels of earth 


In a flurry of soundfulness 


Stillness, an all encompassing 
Cavalcade of emotions 
Whither art thou 

Can there be sounds 


As of Life depicting earth 


Beauteousness of sound 

Ringing upon one’s ears 

Slowly and beatifically 

Emanating from the stillness of my body 


Can there be life beyond the present 


Life in its purity 
Emerging in its form of oneness 
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Striking in its beauteousness 
Slowly but surely 
Striking a chord within 


Shobha Warrier: I am a poet residing in Chennai. I am a housewife. I 
have contributed to a few anthologies. I have also published poems and 
also one collection of a few poems written by me. 
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What skies we dream 

Our fires out of reach 

We move as waters in a stream 

To pyres on the beach. 

Ti 2k 28 2K 2K ok 

i die. 

it’s not unusual. 

people learn from death. 

especially relatives and sufferers. 

dying is a lonely art that brings people together. 
i die. 

will you, my friend, my love, my mimic, 
die with me 

oh 2K 2 2K 2k ok 

we call. 

and there is but the meek wind that will 
pretend a lifetime of support 

until we scrape our toes or injure an 
elbow or complain to god that all 


is not well 
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in the magnificent horizon-bound life 
that will one day pass us by as though 
we never were, and never will be. 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a novelist, playwright and poet from 
Chennai, India. He has written for children, newspapers and 
anthologies, and translated from Malayalam. He won the R. K. 
Narayan Award and was a Charles Wallace Fellow. 
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A LOOK AT LIFE-119 


Look at the sun, it shines the whole day 


before it fades with all its colours and makes a dignified exit from the 
main theatre with a commitment it will come back after a fixed interval 
with all its splendour. 


It never complains and walks all the way 


from morning to evening with matchless vigour. 


Look at the moon, how beautiful it looks, 


how spellbinding is its graceful touch, how slowly it moves and 
touches every heart from the new moon to the full moon. 


It is a journey from peace to tranquillity, from gross to the subtle, from 
incompleteness to completeness 


Look at the stars, they twinkle irrespective of whether it is day or 
night, whether there is a clear sky or cloud over. 


They smile and dance all the way, unperturbed by whatever comes 
their way. 


Life is not complaining about what you do not have. 
Life is to remain contented with what you have 


and feel that you have the best of the best of this world. 
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Life is to live and die with dignity 
Without being involved in either of it. 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: I am a poet, novelist, writer, and essayist 
residing in Bhubaneswar, India. I work as Finance adviser to Govt of 
Odisha. I have contributed to more than hundred and fifty national and 
international anthologies. I am a featured poet of the year of the poet, 
USA and Pentasi B world friendship poetry. 
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HIP HOP GHAZAL 


You oughta love us, brown, dusky or fair: girls! 


You accept our individuality why you stare: girls! 


We sway with our very own internal rhythm 


Intoxicating our glances, reduced to mare: girls! 


We have a mind of our own, our very own opinion 


Listen hard for peril is to be your dare: girls! 


We are not invisible, to be wished away to silence 


We have the gumption to enter your lair: girls! 


We slide, we glide to your tunes outta love 


Love to be loved you know u gotta care: girls! 


Dump us you cannot in your misplaced manhood 


If need be our pointed fangs will sting u bare: girls! 
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Sudy says rise and shine your feminine divinity 
Claim your pie, claim your piece, get your share: girls! 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee’s poems deal with varied 
human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles the happenings around 
her and writes with a tinge of humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and 
‘Mélange’ are her published collections of poems. She loves ‘words’ 
and loves to play with them. 
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SUMMING UP 

All shall one day 

submerge into nothingness 

be it less or excess 

there shall remain no trace 
hence...let me bare my soul 
learn to live each strand of life 


fill each breath with joy and happiness 


As bright light fades 

silhouette catches on...embraces darkness 
the quintessential journey gathers moss 
into thin air... life vanishes 

let me assimilate the crux and essence 
embrace solitude one more time 

that transcends sound and noise 

delves deeper into inner space 


surges beyond eloquence 
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As time elapses 

the ultimate advances 

and fist loosens 

let me just walk bare feet 

to get the feel of depth and intensity 
palpate each feat 

be it contours of adventure 

or... stills of placid demeanour 
inhale every ounce 

count on each morsel and byte 
leaning heavily on ecstasy of joy ride. 


Sujata Dash: She is a banker by profession, a singer and poet by 
passion. She is a Post-Graduate in English Literature from Utkal 
University. She is serving Bank of India and is placed in Bhubaneswar. 
She has one published work to her credit. Her anthology of poetry 
‘More Than Mere — A Bunch Of Poems’ by Authorspress Publications 
says a lot about her admiration for nature and longing for the divine. 
She is a regular contributor to anthologies published nationwide. 
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WE ARE NEVER DISTINCT 


We are not distinct at all 
As your hunger increases, 


I too get the chapati or grains. 


Sometimes pleased, 
Sometimes melancholy, 
Undergo to the same hallucinations of 


Greed of power, name and fame. 


When the crazy wind of 
Achievement or celebrations blows, 
We float like the kites in the sky 


And wish to forget the material sufferings for a while. 


The seek of a secured shoulder of mine, 
Your thirst of a little love, 
We are never distinct from one another 


Just a few inches away with each other. 
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Sujata Paul: She is a bilingual poetess residing currently in Tripura. 
By profession she is a teacher but writing is her passion. She is a 
Founder of Creative Tripura. She has published three poetry books, 
“WHISPER OF MY SOUL’ and ‘SARANG’ in English and 
‘ASTITWA’ in Bengali. Her poetry, articles and prose have been 
published in different national and international journals and 
anthologies. Her article and poem on colour-based discrimination 
received Double Cross Medal from Italy and South Africa. 
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THE YEAR 2020 


This odd time shall pass 
We’ll be free from the evil grip 
Of demonic virus, 


There will be a new dawn. 


The birds again will sing 
Some enchanting song. 
The world will resume its own flow, 


Forgetting all right and wrong. 


The pain to lose dear one 
Will be with us forever, 
Some odd experience 


Will be there to remember. 


But we need to wear a mask of smile, 
And walk with a stalwart style 

For how long we can’t say 

But we have to walk miles. 
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To welcome the forthcoming 

We have to fight against all grief, 
In this world fragile 

Time seems too brief. 


Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer from India. 
She is born and brought up in Kolkata and belongs to a family of 
teachers. She has keen interest in music, poetry and drama, and she 
loves every form of fine arts. She has done her Master’s degree in 
English Literature and Honours in Bengali literature. Her poems have 
been published in more than twenty national and _ international 
anthologies, magazines and blogs. She is the founder of an online 
poetry group and a member of the World Union of Poets. 
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TWO LOVE STORIES 
Neither he nor she said 

But they both knew 

Their own turmoil. 

And constant ephemeral 
presence of the other 

That could not be banished. 
Voices had to be prepared 

Lest they croaked 

And betrayed emotions. 

They needed to share and did, 
But never with each other. 

They could only guess 

Their counterpart’s thoughts, 
Writhe in doubt, in shame, 

And take refuge in camouflage— 


Often ugly, hurting, camouflage... 


He saw her—his breath carried him to her. 
She saw him perch by her side— 
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They sang duets, hopped, and flitted 
Though branches and nested— 
They mated for life. 

They camouflaged too 

But only to nurture love 

Among the living green. 


Sumita Dutta Shoam: I am a poet and author residing in Chennai, 
India. I work as an editor, designer and publisher. I have contributed to 
various online and print anthologies. I have also published a novel. My 
publishing house, Adisakrit, has published a number of both fiction 
and nonfiction books. 
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IN CALM OR STORM 


I know not how much I love you, 

Nor if I hate you as much 

For my heart bleats and bleeds 

As I go from loving to hating you, 

From adoring to scorning you, 

Sometimes you smell like a breezy spring aroma 


And then fade into the smoky factory of disdain. 


Do I love you only because you are as you are 

Or hate you deeply because you are not as I want, 
Even as I do not like what you want me to be 

I have tried bending and bowing to your wish 

To fit into the jigsaw of your whims and fancies, 
Yet my inner being sulks at the thought that 
What may you say or hide, you do not love me 


As blindly as my loving heart longs to be loved. 
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One day when the dazzling petals of my youth 
Will dessicate in the cold wind of old age, or 
When the glowing light of my loyal heart 
Will dim into a dying diya, consumed by 

The flames of your passion 

And the snowstorm of your doubt 

May be my loving heart will still beat 

Like a gong when you call me out “Mita”, 

As | will forever sail into the world of calm 
Because I love you, Love, in calm or storm. 


Sumitra Mishra: Major Dr Sumitra Mishra is a Retired Principal and 
Professor of English from Bhubaneswar, Odisha. She is a bilingual 
writer (English and Hindi). She has to her credit 6 anthologies of 
English poetry and one book of English short stories. She also has 4 
anthologies of poems, 3 collections of short stories, 2 full-fledged 
plays and one book of translation in Odia. She is a prolific writer 
published in various national and international magazines and e-zines. 
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EVERY MOMENT 


Every moment that my consciousness bows 

in reverence of all life forms on earth, is a prayer, 
The beauty of the sun and moon isn’t just in my eye 
it’s Divine kindness that circles around me 


as I sleep, surrendering my soul to its care. 


Painting silver and gold fulfillment in my wings 
reaching for the sky, is a prayer. 

Learning to live life with an eagle’s awareness, 
walking the razor’s edge of soul searching 
when I call out to my spirit 


as to a beloved friend, is a prayer 


When I try to mend my broken spirit 

with love, compassion, as I would a dear one, 
forgive myself for all frailties and follies 
gather all the fractured shards of my persona 


wedded to guilt, regret, shame, pain 
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hiding in corners and crevices among my shadows and beseech 


Him in His merciful way to make me whole again, it is a prayer. 


Although I have not seen him, he has touched me often. 
When I see humility in the eyes of a needy one, 

hands raised in supplication, gratitude gushes out of my heart. 
I see no human, all I see is HIM!! 


Sunil Kaushal: I am a poet-writer residing in Pune, India. I am a 
retired gynecologist now working as a writer having contributed to 
more than 25 National and International anthologies. I have published 
my memoirs recently. Besides several other awards over the years, I 
was awarded the Literoma Women Achiever’s Award, 2019. I have 
received the the Nissim award for ‘exquisite prose’ from TSL in 2020. 
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STARTLING! 
Running into you 
after so long 

is 


like finding 


the old Greek gods 
suddenly, unexpectedly 
in an unlikely place— 


a gloomy shade 


off the highway from Athens, 
the ancient ruins that still seem to be 


alive for eyes that can see! 


Both encounters—other worldly 
sublime, 

You, 

rising up 

like a neo-god, 
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in all splendor 


of a summer-spring dusk 


your earthly frame, touched by the golden 
colours of a retreating sun-god. 


Sunil Sharma: I am a poet, novelist, writer, residing in Mumbai, 
India. I work as a literary editor. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I have also published a total of 22 books so far, solo and 
jointly edited collections: poetry, prose and criticism. 
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AGHORI 


The indigo night awakes 
Spreading its tentacles 

The city sleeps 

But he is awake 

On the sandy shore 

By the shamshaan he sits 
Ash smeared, wearing a garland of skulls 
Serpents his hair make 

Eyes glowing like embers 
Eating the flesh of darkness 
Bhang intoxicated 
Accepting all that is shunned 
He sits in Padmasana 


Seeking the Shiva within 
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Sunita Singh: She lives in Delhi. She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, 
writing in English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her poems have 
won awards on on-line forums like Kaafiya, Poetry Planet, The 
Significant League, etc. A few of her Hindi poems have also been 
turned into lyrics for private albums. She is an active member of Katha 
Kathan, a forum for reviving Indian languages. 
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REBIRTH OF SOUL... 


enclosed with all visions in mind 
hia sights can’t go on blind 
wandering without footprints behind 


bavadde only a solitary soul to find 


like a ghost standing, walking, floating 
ee all alone a lost being 
from a mind that keeps on pondering 


ee a heart goes on throbbing 


the beats that mold a heart of stone 
er for the courage to journey alone 
leading a life with passions enthrone 


geseen: could be illusions in awakening dawn 


a day when the sun comes rising and never set 
eee where rainbows and horizon met 

a paradise beyond dreams of mere regret 

dei or just a fantasy land on a bet 
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unseen steps from the shadows of the past 
ad a rebirth of the soul hidden to last 
upon the shore beneath the glimmering dust 
bsevhede golden sands that never rust 


Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu City, 
Philippines. She now has joined 23 book anthologies internationally. 
She is also a recipient of multiple awards for her Art works and 
Literary works. She also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and 
poets writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist Kids 
charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is now 
publishing her own book along with other book anthologies of her 


group. 
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LOVE AND LUST 


She knows about a summer, a blue-eyed summer 
A warm breeze that lasts long after sun has set. 
A glimmering and fascinating source of love. 
Like a hot wind playing with her hair— 


Lovable, present and brave. 


She knows about a tree in the dark forest, 

A green-eyed, long and tall pine. 

Forbidden dates and hidden emotions. 

The Master of seduction playing with her heart. 


Flames burn hot under a rough cortex. 


She knows love, she knows lust 
In heart, mind and body. 
Longings and thirst that never will be quenched 


in history of mankind. 
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Svanhild Lovli: Svanhild L@vli is a billingual poet currently living in 
Gjgvik, Norway. She works as a freelance translator and writer. She 
has contributed in various anthologies. She is concerned with nature 
conservation, family life and women’s rights. 
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UNUTTERABLE WHISPERS 


From the half-forgotten trails, those disappeared long ago, 
How would you feel the expired flutterings of old pigeon? 
Time passes; it doesn’t care for any signal of your eyebrow, 


But, let everything flow along the path towards its dungeon. 


From millions of faded footprints on the busiest sea shore 
How would you identify my meek whispers; once uttered 
Only for you? Anyway, time doesn’t pay heed to an uproar 


Of tumultuousness; but, to the nocturnal songs of seabird. 


Though, our all attempts to reconstitute the old frame fails, 
And desires to free all captivated lightning bounce back, 
We can’t hold ourselves; but, search for the forgotten trails 


Left in youthful days or at the junction of our trodden track. 


Yet, I believe that there must be something hidden in dust 


Of our path trodden already, to initiate our new days of lust. 
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Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who lives in Bankura, 
West Bengal. He teaches physics for his professional needs. However, 
he prefers to write poems, especially sonnets. He wants to be 
acquainted with the universal mind through poetry. 
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WAITING FOR SPRING 


When the frosts of winter had ceased 

Its snows melted 

Its cutting winds ameliorated; 

The pain will subside 

Our blood in our veins no longer frozen; 


Spring will draw on 


Greenness will grow over the brown beds 

Refreshing it daily 

Suggesting the thought that Hope travelled there at night 
And left each morning brighter traces of her steps 


VaL Smit: She is a South African artist and poet based in Cape Town. 
She writes ekphrastic poetry per artwork created and uses various 
media in portraying images that she feels fitting to deliver the message 
of the words she pens down. She focuses on the inner turmoil 
experienced by our disconnectedness from nature and each other. Her 
work has been published in various online journals including GloMag, 
The Chachalaka Review, The West Review and The Raconteur 
Review. 
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A SEASON'S STRUGGLE 
The jigsaw puzzle of a world 

That turned its back 

On seasons of love 


And timely harvests 


Investing in new hybrids 
Were the new corporates 
Altering flowering period 
Nature had adopted 


Fancier ways 


I looked out 

At illusions 

Of bloom 

Spring sun 

That was saying farewell 
Even before 


We could give it a welcome 
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World climates today 
Are empty basins 
That we carry 

Inside 


Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, working 
with young minds and exploring possibilities beyond the ordinary. A 
middle school French teacher in New Delhi and an active member of 
various quiz clubs, her passions include playing the piano. She 
contributes poems regularly to online publications, has been published 
in international journals and in poetry websites. One of her poems was 
shortlisted and published by the ‘All India Poetry Society’ in their 
‘2017 Annual Poetry Competition’. 
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LIFE 


Despondent life cries for 

New dawns of hopes 

Chronicles of tragic drama 

Still waits for some scope 

Fall and rise are two 

Terms of life 

Nobody is admired who is a failure 
Everyone praises brave sailor of tsunamis 
How many ups and downs you face 

No one has time to listen 

The only concern is the result of your karmas 
Planned Karma sets your designer goals 


But sometimes this enigmatic life crushes your pre-planned desires and 
destinations 


This is the life and all script is in the hands of director and his directed 
picturisation. 
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Varsha Saran: I am a homemaker living in Meerut, Uttar Pradesh, 
India. I did my post-graduation from Ch Charan Sing University 
Meerut. I am a bilingual poetess and a story writer by passion. My 
many poems and stories have been published in different international 
anthologies, e-zines, magazines and newspapers. I have won many 
awards in writing. 
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A FLAUTIST’S SONG 


Birthed I a picturesque anthology 

Of pink roses and sunshine beams, 

And much as I prided myself on my work, 

Consumed I was by a wordless tunnel— 

Poetry, it seemed, had left me, 

My pen—ink-less, my writing papers—pale and blank, 
Imagination there seemed to be none simulating, 

Only hallucinations of a threatening empty depth! 
Groping for refuge from the baffling agitation, 

My trembling fingers found a bamboo shoot: 

A flute it was, as if left just for me, 

Yet irresolute and wary, I put my lips to it... 

The notes that came forth calmed my noisy head, 
Drowning the kakorrhaphiophobia to nothingness! 

The pale blankness of my writing papers now imprinted 
With poetry anew, echoing voices against fear, 

I rose from the depths, resoluteness now my companion, 
Every forward step, a victory song over the dread, 

And when consternation was well written off, 
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I realised that poetry had never left me. 
How could it when I was poetry myself, 
And the Muse was none else but me? 


Vidya Shankar: A widely published and award-winning poet, writer, 
blogger, motivational speaker, mandala artist, yoga practitioner, a 
“book” with the Human Library, a member of IPC, and an English 
teacher, I reside in Chennai, India. I have been on the editorial of four 
publications, and have published two books of poems, one, a coffee 
table book in collaboration with my husband, and the other, to create 
awareness about mental health. I am the chief admin of the Facebook 
group Kavya-Adisakrit and one of the editors of Kavya-Adisakrit, an 
imprint of Adisakrit Publishing House. 
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TEA 


Nothing remains the same except their names 
And the short silence after yet another landslide 


And a dog waits-- 


Our carefully-plotted stories have now been flooded 
And words hide behind a sad emoji: 


Elsewhere, a lonely slipper floats downstream-- 


It's time to write elegies for the living 
Buried inside their heads, and under the debris 


Of long-guarded hopes and dreams— 


Masked men dig deep in the heavy rain 


But the estate workers are asleep: 


Remember them when you awaken and sip your tea. 
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Vijay Nair: I retired as an Associate Professor of English and I was 
awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & Literature in the 
year 2016. I was the ‘Critic of the Year’ in 2016, 2017 & 2018 at 
Destiny Poets, UK and was also adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 
2018 by the same poetry group. Three of my poems have been 
included in the PG syllabus of BBMK University, Dhanbad. 
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THE MAN WHO LOVED 


He was a quiet man. 
Dark, inconspicuous, blending into the shadows. 


His penetrating eyes saw everything. And usually nobody noticed him. 
He was quiet. 


But, of course, if something really stirred him or roused his temper 
then he would speak. It was not easy to ignore him then. He got his 
way. 


People listened to him for he spoke the truth. 


Whether they liked it or not he spoke the truth. So they were forced to 
listen to him. 


And therefore they found it difficult to like him. 


They were uncomfortable because he made them see what they had 
hidden from themselves. 


Some loved him. Some did not. 

And yet he loved all of them. 

He loved them with all their frailties. 

For he knew they were helpless in their insecurities, in their lies. 


And even when they threw stones he loved them, for they were like 
him he knew. 
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Even if they could not accept him as one among them, he knew that he 
was not much different. 


Only that he threw light into the darkest recesses of their minds. 


Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator, editor from 
Calicut, Kerala working as Assistant State Tax Officer in the State 
GST Department. She has translated for the Kerala Sahitya Academy 
and contributed articles to the quarterly brought out by the academy. 
Her poems, articles and short stories have been published online and in 
various anthologies. Her debut poetry collection ‘Ashtavakra and 
Other Poems’ was published in August 2017 and finds mention in The 
Journal of Commonwealth Literature, 2018, Vol. 53(4) p618. 
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HER DARK ROOM 


She looked different now, more like a lost woman, a defeated lady. Her 
horrible image in my mind vanished suddenly and got replaced with 
her present pitiful state. I knew it was this image of hers that was going 
to stay with me hereafter. And, I felt that she wasn’t the same woman 
anymore. I lowered down my eyes immediately, and she started 
turning round to leave when I said that I had never known her in my 
life. However, she didn’t hear me, she never did. She went far out of 
my sight soon but her defeated image was still there in my mind. Her 
sobs were still audible to me and I could see her locked in one of her 
dark rooms. 


Vivek Nath Mishra: My short stories have been published in many 
literary journals and newspapers. My first book is Birdsongs of Love 
and Despair. Some of my stories are forthcoming in Indian Literature 
by Sahitya Akademi and Punch magazine. 
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CONTAINER 


A container gives out 

But what it contains 
Human heart is a container 
Containing either love pure 
Or hatred inordinate 

What rules your heart 

Is what you become 

A saint with love 

Or a Satan with jealousy. 


Zulfiqar Parvez: He is the Head of Academic Affairs cum English 
Language Teacher at Tanzimul Ummah International Tahfiz School, 
Dhaka. He has done his Honours and Masters in English Language and 
Literature from the University of Rajshahi. 
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